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Smalfaith, A declining Magiſtrate: 
Domuch, 
Surehold. 


— a Scotch Soldier. 

Reſolution, an Engliſh Soldier. 
orm out, a Courtier. 
Downfall, a Lawyer. 

Soongull'd, a Citizen. 

Lay-me-down, his Wife. 

Mrs. Smalfaith. 

Auything, a Parſon... 

A Seminary. 

Trapheir, 


P 8 Blades of tlie Time. 


Townſhift, 
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an, Lo Two Bubbles, 
A Crew of Country People, 


Hintner, Draxver, Solder, ny ervitors. 
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ScoreH FIGGARIEs. 


F I. 
Enter Jocky with his I allet. 


SI RS! thes eyr has a mickle 
geod Savour, 1 ha creept thus 
6 fer into] th' Kingdom, like an 
Hi Sen 1 Er ivigg intoll a Mons Lug, and 
all as herdiy be gat oout. Ite 

ns ſa ſeff here as a Sperrow under 
a Penthoowſe. Let the Sheriff o Cumberlond gee hang 
himſell ins own Gartropts, Iſe ferr enough off him, 


ans Fellow Officer th' Hangman noow, I a St 


Theft may pals for a trow Mon here: Aw the emp- 
ty Weomb and thin ide I full oft bore in Scetlang, 
an the geod Fare I get here! Be me Saw Iſe twa 
Yards gron about ſin I cam fro Scotlond, the Deel 
ſplit me gif I cam at thee mere Scotlond Iſe een 


noow ny the bonny Court, wur meny a Sc Lad is 
| 3, __ gron 


1 


6 The Scotch Figgaries. 
gron fro a Maggot ta a bran Gooſe; marry Iſe in 
geod Pleight. Weele Scotlond, weele, tow gaffſt 
me a Mouth, but Anglond mon find me Met; tis a 
; geod Soile geod Feith, an gif aw my Contremon 
pod plant here, th'od thrive: better thon in their 
A | 
5 [ Enter Billy. E 
In the foule Deele's Name wha's yon? A ſud be me 
Contremon by:s ſcratin an ſcrubbin; A leokes like 
*Scotlond it fell, bar an naked; A carries noought 
bet tha walth o Can aboot him, Filth an Virmin. 
Billy. Aw Scotlond, Scotlond, wa worth tha tim I 
cam oout o thee; Iſe like tha wandering ere ha 


worn my Hoofs ſa thin as Pauper, and can get ne | 


Shod for um; Anglond has geod ſooft Grond, ber 
tha Peple ha mickle hard Hearts; Aw Billy, Buly, 
th'ad better ha tane tha Stripe for ſtelling in Scorlond 
| (bet thot tis a Sin ta rob the Spettle) an ha thriv'd 
by't, thon ta come ta be hangd here, or ſterv'd; 
tis keen Juſtace a Mon ſud dee ſick a deeth for mack- 
ing = o his Honds, I ha ne oder Mamber woorth 
ee =, 

Focky. On's Mon what gar thee in theſe Pickle? 
how camft hither ? we, 

Billy. Een on me ten Toes Sir, and thay err worn 
oout now, thay'l ſer me ne longer, 5 
 Focky. Wha tha Deele fall mend um? ſham faw 
thee, a Scot an cannot ſhift. i 
 _ Billy. A lack Sir, a Mon mo not ſtell here for's 

Neck, and [ſe mickle ham ta beg. LS 
 Pocky. How Mon, not bag! Ons th'art nen a me 
Contremon than. | 

Billy. Ey marry that am I, geod Feith Iſe a Kot, 
an boorn at Andra Reddin. 

Focky. I thoought ſa be thy iddle Leife; what 
rar thee cam hither ?' | 5 

Billy. A lack Mon I ſud a bein whopt aboot tha 
Toown o Barawickfor theiffing in Scotlond, bet brock 
Gale and ſcapt it. l . 
Focky, Hadſt tow tha Conſcience ta ſtell fro thy 

1 | | _ own 
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 6wn Contre, an haſt noot tha Fece ta bag in an 


oder? fy Mon, fy. Ons hoow think leive ? [Opens 
Bis Wallet and ſbeaus him Meat.) Leoke her Mon, leo 
her, fa tha Virtu o bagging. A Sir d'yee drop, 


d'yee drop at Mooth Sir? 


Bil. Ey Sir, ſike a-Seight ma mack a Mon ſown, 
| Foc. Sow up your Chops in tha Deele's Nam, gif 
you cannot bag ye fall not cat Sir. | 


Bil. Geod Feith an I ha noot eat un Morſel thes 


twa Daies, cam awey Mon, cam awey. ; 
Foc. Ne, ne, Sir ſtey your Fercnes, keep your 
Fangs off Sir, yee ma ha tha Mang. | 
Bil. Ne geod Feith, Iſe a clere skind Lad. 
Foc. Bet monſtrous loowzy. 
Bi]. Dooubt not that Sir, thay*l pin ta Death Sir, 
for I ha noought ta fed um bet Sken, an that's twa 
toough for thair Teth cam awey Mon, ſum Che- 


rete good Contremon. TE | 

oc, Weele ſet doowne—leoke thee here Mon, 

thes gis tha Leg o a Angliſb Preſt. [T hey ſit down to eat. 
Bil. Sey yee ia Mon. | 

| Foc. Reight weele thay bein mad up o Cappon an 

whit Broth, thay mack their Carcaſe fat, ber their 

Soils len; d'yee thenk St. Audra wad a tetted ia 


mickle gif a cud a gat ike Met as thes ? Ne, ne, by 


me Saw Iſe hang than; he was ſterv'd, thay fare de- 
lictouſly ; he wos loowzy, and hod no Sheft, thay 


bien buried aleife in fin Lenin an lown Sleeffes ; he 
ſtunk abo grond, thay bien ſwetten'd leiving an 


deed, abo an under Grond; A me Saw St. Audra 
had ner don ſa meny Marvailes gif a had ſtuft his 


Carcaſe ſa full as thay. 


Bil. Geod Feith 1] main paſs for a Sent ten, for 
me Carcaſe is bar an thin enough. 
Foc. Ey for Sent Theft, for he ner did Mirackle— 
thes Torky Leg cam fro a Merchant's Table, thes 
Widgin's Wing fro a Citzen's, an thes Gooſe's Leg 
fro a Lawyer's. 

Bil. Bred, thay mack mere. preambl *boot thair 


Boody then aw tha Peple in Criſtendum de aboot 
PR EE. thair 


— ͤ— 
. — 
"=, Me rr ͤ—„— —-— —¾ 111 
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thatr Saws, how hadft row tha Fece ta ſpeeke at ſe 
meny.Dorgs Menn #60678 oe BUY 
Jec. Ay Sir, Ifall tach yee ta beg bravely, mind 
ye me noow Sir, I ſtoll cwa Cowes fro me Con- 


tremon and gar tham agat ta Comberlond ta ſeele, 
bet tha plaggy Shrieff gar tham tak tro me, an ſent 


me toll tha Ga e, bet I gat looſe; an fa cam froward, 
an in tha Noorth I met a iddle Turnies Lod; wha 
mad me thes Certiſice, an fat aw rho Jeftece Nams 


tol'c, that tha Sheriff o Comberlond had den me 


mickle wrong, an ſa Iſe cam up toll th' King for 
Jeſtece. EE - 

Hil. Geod Feith, wad JI had ſike an oder. 

Fec., Cam awey Mon, heft thee, fiii thy Weomh, 
an get thee on yon {id Mon, an Iſe kep o thes, an 
{fa nen ſail ſcap us hark ye me Mon, you mon tell 
um you cam o geod Parentage, an ha loſt aw your 
Siller as ye cam for Anolond -you mon ſpeeke a hy 
Mon, an noot lick a Mole under Gron peſt herring, 

Bil. Weele, weele, Iſe be avis'd be you, gif you 
far weele I fall noot far amiſs. 

| Enter a Courtier, } 

Foc. Gang awey Mon, gang awey Mon, ſeeſt 

tow, ſeeſt tow yon braw Mon tofore thy Eyne. 
[Billy runs togwards him. 

Bil. —Bleſs your Honor, Iſe ſpeeke a Word or 
twa ta your IIonor. 

Cour. My Honour! — Pox on your fawning Hide, 
what would you have with me and be hang'd ? 

Bil. —Ne, ne, Sir, I pray your Honor wax 


noot wrothful, lic a Mon o geod Ranck in my own 


Contre, an ha kept geod Beaſts. | 
Cour. Ay, for ſome Body elſe, thou doſt not look 
as though thou waſt ever worth one. ü 


Bil. Ne, ne, Sir, me non proper Geods geod 


Feith; I cam wi mickie Siller in me Purſe ta Ang- 


jond, weele Clad. | | - 
Cour. With ſome old Curtains that bore St. An- 
dreab's Story, or Childrens Blankets ſtole, and turn'd 
to Trowſers. | | 10 
| 7 
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Bil. Ne geod Feith, I ha cen bien robb'd o aw. 
Cour. Rob thee; of what? had he a mind to be 
lowſy ? but this is an Engine laid to draw a Piece 
of Silver to ye, is't not ſo. 
Bil. Your Honor ſpeekes mickle weel. 
Cour. — There—there's ſome of your Countrymen 


at Court live better by this Trade rhan you. 


1 ( He gives him Money. 

Foc. Un Word ta your Honer. 
925 (As he goes Jocky meets him. 
Cour. Hy day, another! I'm Way- laid; haſt thou 


been robbe d too? 


Foc. Ne, ne, Sir, ne, tha Shrie® o Comberlond 
has dun me mickle Wrong Sir. 

Cour. Whipt you about the Pig- market. 

Foc. A has tacken awey me Cowes Sir, an aw me 
Geods, ſee here Sir, I ha aw thos worthy Jeſtece 
Nams ta teſtifie. | 

Cour. There 1s no Beggar like the Scotch Beggar 
for Tricks and Impudence—Come what muſt diſ- 
charge me from you Sir, and your Beilowing? 

Fe. Geod Faith, Sir, I wont Siller ta get Jeſtece. 

Cour. — Hadſt thou had Juſtice done thee, thou: 
hadſt been hang'd long before this. 

Bil. Bred, he's a Fortune-teller.. 

Cour. There=—that will ſerve to buy you Oat- 
meal; Sir, there is no more of your catter-walling. 


Companions here-abouts, is there? 


Foc. Ne, ne, Sir, ant lick your Honer. 
Cour. Ne, ne, Pox on your Nees and your Noes* 
too; I'm glad I'm rid of you. 2 (Exit. 
Foc. Noow Sir, ye had noot tha Fece ta bag, 
hoow lick ye it noow Sir, what ga he toll ye. 
Bil. Thes ſmaw Pece o Siller. | 3 
Foc. A geod Beginning Rlon, tolld a ye noot ſum: 
o our Contremen liev'd at Court by Baggin. * 
Bil. I fea noow a Scot may ly by atorete, an beg 
wi Permiſſion — Weele to Curt ta, an ly ſa feſt as 
tha beeſt o um. | | 


Back, Sir? 


10 The Scotch Figgaries. 
Joc. Be me Saw an that's herd ta dee. 


. [ Enter Mr. Folly. ) 
Sceſt tow, ſeeſt row Mon, yon braw Fellow, wi his 


Sold Rop aboots Neck, an's long Cor lick a Sark, 


geod Feith he's ta herd for twanty o'um. 
__ Bil. He's tha Feul, gis a neot? = 
For. Ey, ey Mon, A has feul'd himſell intoll 

mickle Fevor, gif a feul himſell noot oout agen— 
fey a cams ancult us Mon, wees ſpeeke toll him — 


Bleſs your Honer Sir, bleſs your Honer, Ile gled ta 


ſea your Honer 1n Health. | 
Folly. Be me Saw th'art a bold Fellow. | 
Foe. I'm your own Contremon Sir, I ken your 


| Honer mickle weele, bleſs your Worſhip. 


i. Kenſt tow me Mon! | 
Foc, Mickle weele an't lick your Honer, I ken 


your Honer weele enough, your Honer is the 


King's Feul. 


Fol. A Mon, he kepes mere Feuls than I; bred 
he's kepe tow ta gif tow canſt feul him; how far 
Scot art tow? 5 

Foc. Marry Ife a mickle wey oofe noow. 

Fol. Bet I wad kne whar tow wert boorn. 

Foc. Gin me Moders Weomb, Sir, forty Years 

aft. | | 
577 Ons Mon ſpecke toll me 1 what Plece o Scot- 

Jond wert tow boorn. | | 

- Joc. Geod Feith, gin meny Sir, I ha bien boorn 
fro Plece to Plece a me Moders Back, Sir, and ha 
ſeffered mickle Sorrow. 

Fol. The fow Deele tack thy large Lug, wha 
was thy Fader. | 

"Foc. A Mon Sir, ſurely. | 

Fol. The black Deele a was Sir, whar liev'd a? 
oc. A Sir, at a Plece your Honer kens mickle 


weele. 


Fjol. Whar Mon, whar? 


Fc. A Sir, a Sir, what Plece caw ye that Sir, 
whar your Honer nurſt the tyny Babe wi Wull on's 


Fol. 
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Fol. Oout tha faw Deele, oout Rog bet wha art 
tow Mon? - 

Bil. I'm een yar Contremon twa Sir, cam ta bien 
a Curtier ta Sir. | | 
Fol. Ons a Curtier! a Carter, tha Hangmon, tha 
Deele. . | 

Bil Ye ha geod Friends thar Sir, ye may dee 
mickle for us. 

Fol. Dee Mon! bred, he that fall dee for these 
fall ha enough ta dee; art geod for oought? wha 
canſt dee for thy ſell ?. 

Bil. Een what ye ſea, Sir, 

Fel. Oout, thes is baſe, it ſhams your Contre, 
mind ye me; wha o ye ſwaine ha meſt Wot? 

. Foc. He that ſheft beeft, 

Fol. Reight weele. | 

Foc. And that's. een I, thes Feul. had noot a: 
Fece ta bag toll I bolden'd him. | 

Fol. Oout, oout Mon, ſham Feett. | | 

Bil. Ne, ne, I fall grew bold enough gif I fall 
get oonght by't, | | 

Fol. Gif ye had Clad, Sirs, what Curs wad yo 
tacke to liew ? | 
Bil. Iſe cud mak tha King, bleſs his Worſhip, 


an't lick your Honer, mickle geod Puttins an Potſ- 


looſe. | | 
oc. I'd bien oth Mint, Sir, I loove ta finger” 
Siller. . 

Fol. Weele Sirs, cam awey wy me, for Contres- 
ſak Ie gat ye ſum Purveyance, an ſum Lodging, 
an tan we call find oout ſum Woork for ye emong 
'um here. = 

Foc. Bleſs your Honer for your Benefaits. (Exit. 

: [ Enter Townſhift and Traphier ] 

Town. Pray recollect yourſelf, I cannot do't- 
Without a Loſs to my Repute and Fame, 

If you have but a Foot of Ground unſold. 
Therefore conſult your Thoughts, my Willingneſs: 
Shall not be wanting to procure your Freedom; 

4 F But: 
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I But I'd not have a dirty Piece of Land 
i Bring an Obſtruction to'r. | 
8 ra. Why? as I live 
i J have not an Inch left; what e' er I mortgag'd 
6 Js either ſold out- right, or forfeited: | 
J lye not, on my Credit. 
_ Town. How's that Man? 1 
Have you Credit then? Why, that's as bad. 
It is not held convenient by the Huff, i 
Lords of the Sword, that any Voungſter ſhould 
Be one of us *ti'l he has not only loſt 
His Eſtate and Credit too, et 
Tra. Upon my Life, : 
Dear Townſbift, I've not Credit for a Thrips ; 
Thou know'ſt it well enough, my raging Laundreſs 
Will not do't for the waſhing of a Shirt. 
Town. Why, have you Shirts then? 
i Fra. One as I live, no more, and that fo thin, 
WM Jou may draw't through a Needle. | 
| ' Town, What Boots have you? 
Tra, J cannot call theſe any, yet th'are all; 
And as for Stockings, I have long ago 
ih Held them unneceflary. 
Ih Town. Why this Cloke, | 
þ An th* Weather warm and friendly? 
0 Nu. Tis too much! 
The Weight on't, I confeſs, is not to be borne; 
F'il eaſe me of the Burthen, it ſhall fink 
In Sack when I'm made free, prithee about it. 
Town. I would not for the World you ſhould 
have any | . | 
Remnant of Eſtate left, twould undo you. 
F Enter Drawforth and Pinck-carkafe. ] 
See here's my Brothers, Draapforth and Pink-carRaſe. 
May I preſume to recommend you to em? , 
Tra. You may, you may, dear Townſbift. 
Drawf, How now Trapheir, 
What is all gone yet? 
Town. All he ſwears by's Twibell, 
His Cloke excepted, and its Time expires 


Within 
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Within this half Hour; ſhall we make him free ? 
Pinck. Trapheir, you now are to begin the World, 
Which you cannot do handfomely, unleſs 
Your Land and you be ſeparated, and if 
Ought lie conceabd, twill rife in Judgment againſt 
| ou ; | 
Therefore pray have a care, tis Chriſtian Council. 
Draauf It is not fit the leaſt Piece of your old 
Adulterate Fortunes ſhould corrupt the new ; 
Your Wir muſt purchaſe. 
Town. Right, beſide he“ ne'er 
Have a refin'd Wit till he has nothing left. 
Tra. The greateſt Enemy I have Gentlemen is 
my Cloke, 1 | 
And ] promiſe I'll fee it no more. 
Pinck. Say you fo, then to the next Tavern; 
Boy—Boy— a Room. 
[ Enter Dracber. ] 
Draw. Pleaſe you to walk into a Room Gentlemen 
Town. What call we thee for elſe? 
(They paſs in and enter again. 
Draw. How like you this Room Gentlemen? 
Town. Indifferent; bring us Wine and Tobacco 
of the beſt, Sirrah. | 
Drau. You ſhall indeed, Sir. | 
Tra. Dear Townſhiftthou muſt ſhew this Gentleman 
The Way to the Brokers. ( Pointing at hisCloke. 
Town Is he for Sale or Mortgage? . 
Tra, For Sale by all means, I'd not charge my Me- 
moi 
I've ought left worth redeeming. 
| [ Enter Boy with Mine. 
Draw. Braveiy refolv'd— Is't Racie? 
Draw. Right Racie, Sir, believe me. 
Finch. Trapheir to thee. 
Ja. Drink apace, dear Townſbift, 
The Sight of thar ſame Gentleman's my Torture, 
J prithee rid me of him. (To his Clote. 
Drawf, Townſbift, ſmear him. 


Tra, 


— — m 
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ji Tra. I cannot with {afe Conſcience ſwear as long 
1 as that appears before me. | | 
Town. How ſhall I get it out o'th' Houſe ? 
Fra. Leave thine here, and wear mine thither. 
* O how I hate to call it mine away with it. 
i | 5 (Exit Townſhifr, 
| Pinch. Trapheir you now muſt exerciſe your Wit 
To live on others, as we've liv'd on you; 
Wit's never good till purchas'd, what though't be 
With the Loſs of Forrune's Trumpery and Traſh; 
Content ne'er dwells among dirty Land ; who ſells it 
Parts with a deal of Care, and ſcurvy Toil; 
Men never are ingenious that are clog'd with it. 
The generous Spirit will not be coop'd up 
In that ſame Country Cage, a Manſion Houſe; 
And Confines of the Burtery ; be free, 
Thou art not worth a Groat 
When this is ſpent,, _ : 
8 _ Enter Townſhift.] 
Tra. How much, how much, dear Townſ/bift ! 
Faun. Bur Thirty, by my Valour. 
Fra. Down with't, down with't; 
(The Money laid on the Table. 
I'll not put up a Dodkin on't ; dear Townſbift, 
Drink, drink away, I thirſt until it's melted, . 
Your moulten Silver ſwallows beſt. 
Dracuf. His Oath, his Oath- 
Town. Your Sword. | 
(Lays his Hand on the Hilt of his Sword, | 
By this Hilt, and this Blade, | [ 
. Hich at Hounſlow vas made, 
You ſtveny to be true | 
: Jo what ſhall enſue. = 
| Firſt, You ſwear not to make it any Scruple of 
k Conſcience to cheat your Father; That you will 
hunt after young Heirs, and when you have cours'd 
them out of Wind, you'il refreſh 'em with ſome 
 Serivener, Broker, or Draper; That you'll keep 
always three Strings to your Bow, to make it bend 
till it break; That having gotten a Bubble 4 Bi- 
LEE Sy | | Op, 


— 
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ſhop, a Lad of the laſt Adoption, that you make 
him ſenſible of a Wench, though to the Charge of 
a Surgeon, it being Reaſon all Trades ſhould ive, 
and if Occaſion be, wink at ſmall Faults. Nes, be 
ſure to keep them continually at Game, or Drinking; 
urge em to quarrel, and then take up the Buſineſs, 
but not without Profit to the Brotherhood: That 
what Quarrels ſoever ariſe among ourſelves, mutt 
not cauſe us to fight with one another, but the 
Coin of the Bubble or Biſhop muſt make us Friends ; | 
That you muſt not pay your Coachman but with 
Kicks, unleſs your Bubble or Biſhop do, and then | 
he owes you a Fare; That your Bubble, or Biſhop, | 
and you, keep but one Purſe, though two Drabs; 
That when you have drained him dry, you make 
him free, it he ſue for it; if not let him keep Com- 
pany with the Tityre {u's, and live upon the Sin of So- 
dom; That you'il take your Chance of the Day, 
where there is need of Dipping without grumbling. 

hat while you can ſtand 
With Sæuord in your Hand, 
| You'll not be in aw 
Of the Halberteer Lau; 
| Kiſs this — Noa you re free 
| Of the Huffs Company. (Kiſſes the Nins. 
Tra. Hey for the Brotherhood ; no Wine ftirring, 
Boy ? 
You Raſcal, here's your Duty? abſent? ha! 
More Wine. 


—ͤ—ñm— — — 


| Enter Draqwer. ] 
Draw. You ſhall Sir by and by. 
Tra. Bring a Glaſs will hold 
A Pint at leaſt. I hate a Thimble-full ; 
We ſhall ne'er have conſum'd this mighty Maſs 
If we ſip thus like Sparrows ; 
Ay marry, this looks like ſome Brother to you all. 
| | (Pointing to the Money. 
[ Re-enter Draæuer. 
Dea. Gramercy. 
Tra. Sirrah, cover the Board with Bottles, 2 


_— 


Muſt I wait on your Driveiling ? 


_ canſt work him to. 
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This is our Coronation Day, the Room . 
Shall ſwim in Wine; be frolick Huffs, and drain 
Me dry, yet I ſhall live when yon are all hang'd. 
2, | (He begins to be drunk, 
Town. How now, how now, Trapheir ! 
Gra. Drink and be damn'd; | 
Town. Draa forth to you—Charge him home. 
Drawf. Trapheir, a whole Bottle to thee — I'm 
up to the Chin. 2 - 
Tra. — So, ſo, Sir, — you are a fine Fellow; is all 
paid? . 
Teqwn. No, all's not come in yet. 
Tra. I'il ſtay no longer. | . 
| ( Hetakes Townſhift's Cloke 1p. 
Town. Pray leave my Cloke behind you. 
Tra. Your Cloke,. Sir? how came it to be yours, 
$1r? I have one ſome where.  _ 
Town. Yours is at the Broker's, Sir. | 
Tra. Is it fo, Sir? T thank you for yourInformation, 
Dracuf. There hes the Vertue on't. | 
Tra. So Sir, I thank you twice, for once I care 
not if I put my Cloke in my Pocket. 
1 | ( He ſnatches up the Money, 
Town, But Trapheir, Frapheir. 
Pinch. Who pays the Houſe? 
Tra. Let the Houſe pay itſelf; dip, dip, and be 
hang'd you that have Clokes, am I bound to fill 
your intatiate Gorges eternally? 
Pinck. What Aſſes were we to let the Money lie 
ſo long, knowing his raſcally Humour, he'il nor 


pay a Penny when he's in drink — See what thou 
bs 5 [ Enter Draaper. ] | os 
Town. Boy. 3 (They wiſpey. 
Draw. Sir — I ſhall, Sir. | ir 
| Town. Trapheir, a Prize, Frapbeir. 
Tra. Of what; Sprats ? 
Town. A Gudgeon Man, a Gudgeon's come to Net; 
The Maſter of the Houſe deſires Admittance, wo 
| 8 cs To 
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To play a Game at Ticktack for a Piece; 
And thou know'lt Trapheir —ha— _ | 
| (He fbakes his Arm. 
ra. I know it Rogue; 
And thou ſhalt play with him for all he's worth; 
III venture on thy Hand my whole Eftate, 
This my truſty Blade. Provided always Sir 
Enter Maſter of the Houſe. ] 
| Town. That you have half—'tis granted —he's here; 
Thou know'ſt I have no Money, 

Tra. Thou ſhalt not want, dear Bully, I'll not leave 
My ſelf a George. - (e gives him his Money. 
Town. Spoke like thy ſelf, come be ſo. 

There, Sir, pay your ſelf. ; 

 Aafter. You are kindly welcome Gentlemen; 
fetch my Quart. | PE 

| ra. Death, what's this? | 

Omnes Ha, ha, ha—Only the Reckoning paid, Sir. 

Tra. You are Rogues, Sharks, and Cheats; I'll 
indict you. BP 1 1 

Pixck. Buoy good Sir, employ your Tongue at 
Billing ſeate; = adieu. MY . 

(Exit Town. Pinck. Drawforth. 

Tra. Farewel and be hang'd. For your Part, 
Sirrah, I'll have you up for > Fi of a Bawdy- 
Houſe. | (Exit, 

Aaft. Do your worſt Sir, do your worſt, (Exit. 


ũ2o—ꝛ» 


r 
Enter Folly, Jocky, and Billy very gallant. 
1 mickle braw Sirs, $4 mickle braw : 


bred, ye leoke mere lick Burgeemaſters 


noow thon Hedg Creepers; ken ye your ſells Sirs ? 
Ken ye your ſells Sirs ? | 

Foc. Geod Feith, Sir, gif aw that ſud ken them- 
ſells, nen wad ken us; A me Saw Sir, I'd rader ha 
*um traſt me thon ken me, fur gif thay ſud ken 


me reight, thay'd ſea me deed tofore thay'd traſt _ 
| 57 
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Fol. Yar mickle wiſe Sir, ye ha rob'd a Feul Sir. 

Foc. We wiſh you weele Sir, we wiſh you weele. 
Fol. Sey ye fa Sir? year vary cheretable; ken ye 
me Sirs? Ons, ye are gron ſee loofty you'll knee 
ne Body; wha ſet you up in tha Deele's Nam ? wha, 
wha put thes gay Fethers on your Back? eene I, 
an noow yol flee awey to tha Deele: Harke ye me 
Sirs, gif ye bien ſa high, Iſe tack ye down wy a 
Plague ta ye; wha had y'ar intail'd Virmine tane 
off ye wy a Murrain? wha, wha gat yea — 

Bil. Onur Faders and Moders, Sir. 

Fol. Did thay ſaw Sir? bred, gif thay gat ye, 
thay ner cud gat Feod enough for yar fide Weombs: 

Are you Provander-prickt noow Sirs? ha, wha am 

T7 ha Sirs, ha, wha am T? 5 

Bil. Oour geod Friend Sir, blifſe you. | 

Fol. The Deele wound ye, ſleight ye me? Ons 
Iſe fa geod a Mon gas aw in Scotlond, an ha mere Sil- 
ler in me Purſe. | 

Foe. Angliſb Stamp Sir, I bleev't. ; 

Fol Ye bleev't! wha tha Deele cares for your 
Bleeft? . 

" Foc. Geod Sir, geod Sir, be ſober. 

Fol. Bred, Iſe not drunken? ha ye bien at coſt 
wy me dirs? ha! Iſe fall uncaſs ye Sirs, an gee your 
Arſe tha Ayre agen; are ye ſa hot Sirs? want ye a 
Cooler? Bred, Iſe gee ye ſik a Rattle wy a Rom ore 
tha Riggins, ſall mack your Ribs reore Sir s. 

Foc, Geod your Honor put up your Wroth, an 
wees buckle oour Wots; wees yar on Contremons: 
ye knee weele enough. | 

Bil, Ad ſud leove won oder; y'ave a geod 
Meſter Sir, an oour Contremon, wha macks mickle 
o you. DT . 5 

2 Bred, an Iſe mack fa mickle o hum as I can. 

Foc. He's a geod Mon, Sir, an you ha Wotenough. 

Fol. Ken you that Mon, ken you that ? Ons, an 
ye bien not wud ye ma ha Wor ta chep enough; 

det iſe ne Body, my Benefaits are noought woorth, 


Foe. 
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Foc. Var aw Bodyoir, wees at yourCommandment. 

Fol. Sey ye ſa Sir? why, noow you ſpecke; be 
visd by me, an ye fall eour-wot um aw; mind 
ye me Sirs, will ye be avis'd ? | 

Foc. Sed ye Sir, wy aw our Hearts, 

Fol. Iſe ha ye turn Dooctors. 

Foc. Iſe a Dooctor, a Dooctor; geod Feith 
wiees mack braw Dooctors. 

Fol. Mind me Mon, mind me, thes Kingdom's 
mickle ſick, tha Curt o tha Cety, tha Cety o tha 
Curt, an tha Contre o beoth, an aw o um o tha 
Kirke, an tha Law; tha Kingdom's Livergon wy 
Iddlenes an Raches, an noow noought can cur it ber 
a Scotch Dooctor, ne matter for your Skill. 

Foc. Geod Feith, Sir, wees ha Skill enough ta 
bleede its Siller Veins Iſe warrant ye. 

Fol. Ha bet confidence, lye, an diſſemble hand- 
ſomely. 

Bil. Wees yar on Contremen, Sir, dooubt it not. 

Fol. The Nam o a Scot gis enough ta cur aw 
their Maladies; ge um Peſon, an thay'l tack it for 
a Cordal; perſwad um thay ar ſick thay't beleeff 

e, an gif ye mack um ſick thay'l beleeff thare in 
beeſt Helth, bet ye mon carry ſem ſhow o hollineſs 
wy ye, an profeſs aw for thayr Geods. 

Foc. Sa we fall Sir, an tack um whan we ha deon. 
Fol. Billy fall gang toll th' Contre, an tow ſalt 
kep behind, an bien Dooctor here, an giff tow haſt 
Wot enough tow canſt noot wont Werk. 

Foc. Ne geod Feith, Ife fall mack me ſell Werk 
enough, for gif I can hel ne Diſtampers Iſe mack 
enoough emong 'um. | (Exit. 

Fol. Cam awey than, cam awey. | 

[ Enter Trapheir and Boy. ] | | 

Boy. — Twas Morning ere he went to Bed, Sir. 

Tra. —Ali's one; tell who tis, and 'twill be 

Warrant 
Enough for your awaking him; *ris Buſineſs 
I come about, and of Concernment too, 
That cannot admit delay. 


Boy. 


' 
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Bey. T'll venture then to call him, Sir. (Ex#. 
1 Tra. Do ſo ff this Deſign 
' Of mine prove proſperous, Townſbift, it will be 
x Some Comfort to me that I am even with thee. 
Enter Boy.] | 
_ Boy. He'll wait upon you preſently, 
He's riſing. : (Exit. 
Tra. A good Lad—Townſbift arm thy ſelf, for 1 


:  - _ am prepar'd 
To give thee an Aſſault, and dare thy Action 
At Law, if Wit and Sword ſhould fail, 
Dear Townſhift. 
13 [ Enter Townſhift. ö 
Toscvn. By this Light I have not flept 
A Minute; what's the News? you ſerv'd us bravely 
The other Night at Tavern. | 
Tra, Oh this drinking ! | | 
This perillous drinking will deſtroy us all: 
Thy Pardon, my dear Heart, the Buſineſs now 
I come about will try thy Friendſhip, 
Town. How ? | 
T hope no Quarrel. 
Tra. Yes, with my baſe Stars. 
Town. But what's the matter, tell me ? 
Tra. That's my meaning, | | 
A Sort of raſcally Bailiffs dog'd me hither, 
And thou know'ſt if I be once taken, I am 
A Slave perpetually. N 
Town. What wouldſt thou have me to do? 
We'll ſend to Draduforth and the reſt. 
Town. *'T'won's do, 
They'll make bur a Diſturbance in the Street, 
8 Yet I may be ſurpriz'd for all their Valour, 
„ And then I am undone; the Hopes I have 
In one I am to dine with 1s loſt, which might 
Be worth to thee and me ſome hundreds, Bully. 
fl Town. Send for him now, ler him take up the 
| Buſineſs. 


1 Tra. What, ere I'm thoroughly known to him; 
11 bendes, Eo 5 
| Should 
| | 


The Scotch Figgaries. 21 

Should he take this up, twenty more would follow it, 
Who knowing me ſo low now, do forbear 
To execute their Rigour. 

Town. What wouldſt have me do? 

Tra. Hearke thee, I've thought upon a fine Deceit; 
Haft any Patches in thy Chamber: | : 

own. Rare ones, 8 

Of all Sorts. | . 

Tra. One to diſguiſe my Face, with a Cloke, would 
Do it to the Life. | 

Town. Sure they are gone, I'Il ſend to ſee. 


Tra. Oh hang em Rogues, they are ſculking at 


th' Lane's End, 
Or ſome blind Alehouſe—Deareſt Townſbift do't. 

Town. Do what ? 

Tra, Lend me thy Cloke, and I'll contrive a Patch 
Shall cover my Left Eye, they may not know me. ' 

Town. I know not what to do-] ſhould go forth 
my ſelf. 

Tra. Nay prithee Townſbift— 

Town. Will you leave ED 
Your Sword then; you“ have no 

Town. Prithee wouldſt have me 
Paſs by 'em unprovided, put the worſt 
They ſhould deſcry me. | 

Town. There's no Trick in't rapbeir ] 

Tra. No more Trick in it than you fee; I pri- 
thee meer me in 77þ-ſftreet, at the Feathers, where 
we'll dine; there thou ſhalt ſee my Friend, and I'lI 
reſtore thy Cloke, dear Townſhift. 

| Enter Boy. 
| Town. Well, thou ſhalt have it Boy fetch _ 
My Cloke and Patches (Enter Boy with Cole. 
Tis thine, there take it. (Gives it bim. 
Tra. Gramercy ; it's handſome ! | 
Town. Very well; I muſt lie down and take a 
Eo Nap; at Twelve 5 


I will not fail to meer thee. (Exit. 
Fra. Sirrah, Boy, be ſure you awake him. 
Boy. I warrant you, Sir. (Ext 


Tra: 


OE ee 
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Na. Ha, ha, ba, 3 
I'm {worn to cheat my Father, and *tis fit 
He that firſt made the Gin ſhould handſel it. (Exit. 
[ Enter Smalfaith, Folly, and Jock y.) 
Smal. —Sir, you are kindly welcome, and the 
dſtener | | | 
You viſit me, the welcomer you ſhall be; 
J honour Men of Knowledge. Maſter Folly, 
I am oblig d to 8 his Acquaintance. 
Fol. —Geod Feith, Sir, an he's worth yours; I 
. fall play him wy any Angliſb Dooctor in tha Warld. 
:Z oc. Ne Sir, Iſe can dee mere than Iſe ſpeeke, Sir. 
S Smal. — I believe you Sir, | 
By what I find of Truth within myſelf; 
J muſt confeſs, I am not altogether 
So right as I would, my Body tells me 
I may admit of Phyfick. 
Foc. Mickle weele, Sir. | 
Smal.T'm troubled with theSpleen, a ſtrong Diſeaſe 
Amongſt us Magiſtrates, which makes me fear 
*Tis not for Cure. T1 
oc. Iſe cur it in twa Minutes gif ye ha 
Bien trobl'd wy it twanty Years, an aw 
Your Tribe gif tha'l cam toll me. 
Fol. Ne, ne, he's right. 
Smal. You'll do a wondrous Cure then. | 
Foc. I (ali dee't o me Honor; bet that's noot aw 
Your Maledy, ye are noot ſoound at Hert Sirs. 
Smal. I know not that Sir. 1 
Fc. Planty an Iddleneſs ha bred groſs Humours 
in you, whilke mon be pourged awey, or elke ye 
dee for't; bet Iſe fall ge ye that Sir, fall mack ye 
bare an leight enough. _ . 
S mal. I thank you Sir; accept this, pray, and 1 
Shall further gratify ; but be ſpeedy, 2 
Good Sir, with yourPreparatives. [ He gives him Gold. 
Foc. Iſe gang aboot it ſtret, Iſe gang aboot it Sir. 
Sal. Your Servant Gentlemen, I ſhall hear from 
you Sir. . (Exit. 
' Foc. Soone, mickle ſoone, Sir; | TY 
RT 155 ; Läeoke 
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Leoke Mon, leoke aw thay bien ſick o gis ſike fin 
Things as thes, fiev golden Lads Mon, fiev mere 
are woorth a Leard's Land Sir; geod Feith gif 
their Vaines wul ran {ike Droops as thes wees drain 
um dry —A ſimple Feuls, that ken noot whan 
th'are weele, bet wull bien waſting thair Means 
toll ſer thair Boodies oout o frame — a Feuls, Feuls. 

Fol. Ne Matter Mon, gif oought can be gut wy 
putting um oout o fram, tha Deele try his Skill to 


put um in agen for 7ocky. (Exit. 


[ Enter Billy <vith a Crew of Country People.] 

Bil. Kepe off Sirs. kepe off, ga me wund toll 
ſpeke toll ye; Iſe cam for aw your geods, mind 
ye me? | 

Onmes. Very well, very well. 

Bil. Iſe cur aw Diſeaſes, aw manner o Maladies, an 
fall rack nought o ye for me Peyn bet your Siller ; gif 
their bien ere a Kirke Preſt emong ye choak'd up 
_ wy Pluraltes o Benefaits, tha Poowder in thes Pau- 
per macks the Impoſtum breck, an tacks aw awey 
Clere — Gif any Preſt bien vext wy tha Babyloniſh 
 Mang, thes Purgation med in me non Contre, curs 
bum were he ner ſa fer ſpent. 

(He diſperſeth bis Papers. 

1 Coun. For our Doctor Sir, for our Doctor. 

2 Coun. For our Vicar. | 

2 Coun. For our Parſon. 

4 Coun. For our Curate. 

5 Goun. For our Biſhops, Prebends, and Curates. 

Bil. Gif eney emong ye bien troubl'd wy tha 
Neyce o Organs in your Lugs, thes Poowder curs 
you for ever. (He diſperſeth, Ec. 
I I Coun, For our Town Sir, | 

2 Coun. For ours too Sir. | 
3 Coun. And ours, and ours, Sir. 
4 Goun. And our whole County, Sir, " 
Bil. Gif eney among ye bien blind wy tha Seight 
o Lawn Sleeves, thes curs and reſtores ye. 
1 (Ae diſperſeth, &c. 

I Coun, For my Landlord, Sir, 

| | 2 Coun. 
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2 Coun. For mine too, Sir. 
3 Gun. And mine. 
4 Coun. And mine. 
5 Coun. And mine. 
Bil, Gif eny emong ye ha tha Beon of a tith'd 


Soow's Babey ſtick in your Wund- . „thes Saw curs 
l Peſſetb, Sc. 


you ſtret, an tak aw awey. 
1 Goun. For me Sir, 
2 Gun, For me too Sir. 
3 Coun. And me Sir. 
4 Coun. And me Sir. 
5 Goun. And me Sir, pra 


Bil. Gif eny emong ye ien trobI'd wy Heart 


Burnings, tha Poowder in thes Pauper curs ye ſtret. 
1 Goun. For my Neighbour Sir. | 
2 Coun. And mine Sir. N 
3 Coun. And mine too Sir, I pray. 
4 Coun. And ſome for our whole Town, ood Sir. 
Bil. Gif eney o ye bien fore wy ore mickle Bur- 


dens, an weary o your Riders, thes Poowder macks 


ye ſtrong ta orethraw um, or ta bar greater. 
Omnes, For us all Sir. 


Bil. Gif eny o your Stomacks bien er wy 


Law, thes Pell fall remoove tha Cauſe, an tack it 
awey. Gif eney bien hard boound, thes fall mack 
mickle free. 
1 Coun. For my Landlord Sir, 
2 Coun. For mine too Sir, 
3 Coun. And mine Sir. 
4 Coun. And mine Sir. 
£4 A8. ere. mine Sir. ka 125 1 
Bil. Gif eney emong ye bien trobl a cyr 
Mooth, thes hs aw Patch awey. "Y '7 
1 Coun. For my Wife Sir. 
2 Coun. For mine Sir. 
; 3 Coun. And mine Sir, 
2 Conn. And mine Sir. 
5 Coun. And my Miſtreſs Sir. 


Bil. Gif eney bien trobl'd wy a Looſnes, thes 


tics um teſt as a Rope or Hawter. 
1 Coun, 


I Coun. For my Wife, Sir. 
2 Conn. And mine Sir. 
3 Coun. And mine Sir. 5 
Bil. Geod Peple, noow I ha gau ye aw Reme- 
dies ta your Maladies, twa Dees hence Iſe fail 
bien her or noot to ſey whot Operation thay ha 
had upon ye; Iſe ſur ye fall ha Remedy or non; 
an ſa far ye wall. (Exit. 
Ommnes. Farewel, Sir, farewel. ( (Exennt. 
[ Enter Trapheir and Witwud. ] | 
N i.. A pretty Place this. 
97a. But the Company 
The Company dear Coz hither reſorts 
Gives Life and Sweetneſs to't; the rareſt Wits ! 
So rare! a Man may loſe himſelf ere he | 
Diſcover *em—for they are not to be— [ Aſide. 
Diſcovered - Beſides, the Women, Ladies 
Of ſuch excelling Beauty, you would ſwear 
They painted and not be forſworn, as merry 
As Cupid when he wantons. 
Mit. And you ſpent 
Your Means amongſt um: 
ra. Aud ſpent rarely well! 
I've no Remorſe for't. Can you ſing ? 
_ Hit, Not I Coz. 
Tra. How Coz? not fing! why then you are no 
| Company ; 
We have a merry Life ſo long as it laſts. 
141 lay wy Life you fence not neither. 
| . cs, | | 


My Grounds I do. 


Tra. Have you the Grounds of Fencing ? that is, to 


Make the Paſſado, to retrieve, comply, 
Defend, makecup, cioſe, and diſarm; 
You know this I warrant. 
Wit. Not I truly. by | 
ra. I cannot think what will become of you, 
When you meet Men of Valour. | 
_ #7. I pray keep me 
Out of their Company, 1 —_ no Quarrels; 
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I came to ſtudy the Law, 
Fra. At a fine Time. 
Y*ave bought no Books I hope. 


Wii. Ay, but I have. 
Tra. Return them to the Bookſeller ſor ſhame; 


A Sword will prove more uſeful: Hearkee Coz, 
I am reſolv'd to learn to fence. 
Wit. I'd rather learn to ſing. 


Tra. That ye ſhall too: _ 
[iter Townſhift. }] 


Your Money will do all Things—yonder' $ Townfbift. 


How like aRogue he looks? Iwillnot ſhun him. ( Aſide. 


And Couſin, as I was telling you 


(Tow lon t pulls bim by the Steve, 


Town. With your Leave, Sir. 
Tra, *T'was well ask'd, Sir, 
Whar's your Will with me? | 
Town: Ny Cloke Sir—where's my Cloke Sir? 


ra. Even at the Broker's Sir — 


Town. How A} are a Rogue. 
Tra, That's nothing Sir your railing will not 


fetch it out again. 
Jocunſtift I love thee, thou know'ſt I do. 
Town. A Pox upon you. 


Gra, Thou know'ft the Oath, I'm not to ſpare my 


| Father. 

And tho' we quarrel, yet we muſt not fight. 

I'm punctual to my Oath; but if thou haſt | 

The Conſcience, I am ready. ( Fer, to draw, 
Town Is he ſunk forever ? 
Tra. No, it may riſe again, if you be civil. 
Town. Is that your Friend: 
gra. And Kinſman. 
own. Wilt thou cheat him too | 
Tra. My Oath is paſt, I will DOE de : forſiorn, 


For a King's Ranſom. 


Town. Nay then, I'm een 


ra. Come, be known to him- -Coz, fhisiewyFriend. 


Town, Sir, I kiſs your Hand. 


7. I thank you heartily We: 1 
: 225 
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Fra. Fie, Cor, fie, there's a Complement. 
Mit. He does not look as though he needed ought, 
Save what thou want'ſt, a Cloke. 
Tra. Good Wit, Coz, good Wit. 
Town. Oh Rogue, how he claws him. 
Fra. Where ſhall's dine? | 
Mit. III to the Ordinary. 
Tra. Where ? 
Mit. In Fetter- Lane. | 
ra. To feed on Bruis, and be ſerv'd with Linen 
As ſable as the Chimney. No, we'il take 
A Coach, and hence to Fiſb fireet. 
Wit. What ſhall we do there ? 
Fra. Eat Fiſh; the World does nct afford the like, 
i. But the Coach is coſtly, 
Fra. Pough, I'll be at that; 
*T'is- ſaid the Milk of Aſſes makes Men fat. (Fx. 


Al. 
| Enter Jocky and Atrs. Smalfaith. 
Foc. Y Maftres, fy, geod Feith y'ar mickle oout; 
I ga hum noought bet convenable Stoof. 
Mrs. Smal Y'are a Raical, a Scotch Horſeicech, a 


Doctor, a Dolthead: Oh the Madnets of the Men 


of theſe Times; if any of them be bur a little out 
of Temper, none can ſet them right but a Scotch 
Doctor forſooth, as though all the Exgliſb ones were 
Fools. But Sirrah, Sirrah, it is weli known my 


 Husband [She runs at him.] vas never diſtempered, 


till he came acquainted with ſuch a Decoy as you 
Curſe on the Time ( eeps. 


Foc. Geod Maſtres hark ye toil me. | 
Mrs. Smal. Hang you Raſcal, my Husband was 


never troubled with Wnimſies in his Head, nor 
never rail'd againſt his Superiors; he was ever a 


quiet Man, and an honeſt Man, and had the 


Love of the whole Court, and ſo had I roo, Many 


a good Turn have the good Gentlemen done me, 


32 | Which 


fer for't, thou 
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which I muſt never expect now again, ſo violently 

my Husband is 2 the Government, but if he ſuf- 

alt not wear a Noſe to thy Face; 

a Noſe to thy Face ſaid I? nay if there be a Sign-Poſt 

in all this Town I'll hang thee on't—Ah poor Heart. 
Euter Mr. Smalfaith. ] 


Here he come — See what a Pickle you have put 


him in; my Fiugers itch to come at thy Face, that 


J ugly Face of thine. (She runs at him. 


Foc, A me Saw ſhee's a Deele, and wull ſpell 
aw my Market gif I ſer her noot lick him; thes ges 
o tha ſam Powder, whilke gif ſha ſmell ta, wull 
mack her ſa lick him as may be. | 

Mrs. Smal. Sweetheart. : 

Mr. Smal. Oh, art thou there? *tis well; there 

Sch has ben ne er 
A Purſuivant here yet to fetch me, has there? 

Mrs. Smal. A Purſuivant for you ! for what Cauſe 

Husband ? : 

Mr. Smal. I am too honeſt, that is Cauſe enough. 

There 1s a Council- Table, Ye forſooth, 


And at it is contriv'd Men's Ruins—hah. (Starts, 


Who's that? who's that? is't not for me they ask ? 


I ſhall be loſt quite, if I look not well about me. 


Mrs. Smal. True, y'are in the Way to undo 
Yourſelf, and me, and all your Family. 
But this is thy Gin Raſcal ; Oh I could tear thee, 
EL | | (Runs at him. 
Foc. Miſtras ga me whil toll ſpeeke toll ye; thes 
Wudnes o his, cam fro tha Corruption o his Hert: 
Aw that I ga hum was ſike as thes, be me Saw, 
imeel Laddy, ſmeel Laddy. a er cn 

Mrs. Smal. J have not Patience. . 

Foc. Ne, ne, be noot wud, ſmell toll it. (She ſmells. 

Mrs. Smal, Methinks *tis very comfortable. (Starts. 
Foc. How doll ye pu Sir ? £2 
r. mal. Oh Mr. Doctor, is't thee ! art ſafe ? 


Tis wonderful there's nothing charg'd againſt thee ! 


There is an Office call'd the Green-Cloth too, 
Has no Man had thee there yet? 


Jos, | | 


„„ 
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Foc. They ken me ſa weele Sir— It warks brawly. 

(She ftarts again. 

Mrs. Small. Hark you Husband, what is that you 
ſaid but now? I believe it, what was't? the King is 
peſtilent, wilful ; hah ! was'r ſo? why then for ought 
1 know, he muſt be beaten into better Manners. 

Foc. Reight weel ſed geod Feith. 

Mrs. Small. Honeſt Mr, Doctor, pray come invir ; 
You are the welcomeſt Man come to my Houle 
This Fortnight — Husband love him, has he not 
A taking Countenance ? 3 

Mr. Smal. No body at the Gate ? ( Starts. 
I am poſſes d with Fears and Jealoufies. 

Mrs.Smal. And well you may be Husband, I am ſure 
You have had cauſe enough, good Man, I grieve, 


I grieve to think on't. 


Ir. Sal. Mr. Doctor be advis'd ; 
Pray go not unprepar'd ; To. niglit you ſhall take 


My Houſe for your ſhelter, Things work ſtrangely. 


Ars. Smal. Sweet Mr. Doctor you ſhall be ſo 
welcome, | 
It paſſes; truly, y'are a Man upright 
In every Thing J warrant, pray come in Sir. | 
Joc. Geod Feith, tha Caſs is awter'd, (Exit, 
[ Enter aCrew of Country People.] 
1 Conn 9 forth your Prongs Neighbours; All 


Men ſtand up for the Truth: And he'that will lye 


on the Sunday, is not to be truſted the Week after; 
what ſay you Neighbours? 

2 Coun. I ſay a Sunday's Lye may go as far as a 
Work-day's; my Reaſon is, it has more leiſure to 
travel... : | 

3 Coun. For my Part Neighbours let them lye that 
will, I have no more to do with a Lye, than a Lye 
has to do with me; if any lies with my Wife, it 
ſhall go hard but I'll do as much with his. 

1 Corn, If, if he have one Neighbour, 

3 Coun. Why, if he have none Neighbour, I muſt 


go without; no Man will be a Slave I think. 


2 Coun. A Slave! who has ſuch a Mind to let him 
3 have 


——— . — 
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have it ſtill: For my Part Neighbours, I'il work hard, 
earn my Bread with the Sweat of my Brows, none 


mall eat away the Fruit of my Labour, but ! 


will fit down when it is done, and laugh, in deſpight 


of all the Cæſars in the World. 


4 Coun. Hold a Pluck there Neighbour, tis ill 


playing with Edge- tools; that Word Deſpight comes 


not in handſomely, and may bring us all to the Pot. 
3 Coun. What! have we a ſcabb'd Sheep among 
us? let's clear our Flock of him. Y 
4 Gun. Hold, Neighbour, hold, I am for you 
with all my Heart, but give me Leave to ſpeak to 
you; I am but a Fool *tis confeſs'd, but Children 


and Fools tell Truth ſometimes, you know. 


Omnes, And what of that? and what of that? 

4 Coun. I ſay again, tis dangerous meddling with 
Edge-tools; there's ſtore of Trees here-abouts, and 
there may be Gibbets made of them, and you know 
well enough what Fruit Gibbets bring forth; I ſay 
no more, * be careful what you do. 

Omnes. Away with him, away with him, 

4 Coun, One Word more Neighbours, one Word 
more; it is not well to mock our Superiors, much 
worſe to threaten them; for as I have heard, there 
was a Suit at Law commenced about a Fart, 

Omites. Ha, ha, ha, how, Man, how! | 

4 Coun. Why, I will tell you Neighbours. be 
but patient; there was a Fellow, I'i not tell his 
Name, was piſſing againſt the Wall; the Mayor 
came by; now you know the Proverb, tell a Tale 
to a Mare, and *twill let a Fart; but here the 


Caſe alters, for the Fellow let the Fart, and the 


Mayor took it in the Noſe, and cauſed the Fellow 
to be carried to the Town- Hall as Priſoner. 
3 Coun. The Mayor was a Horſe, or a Whoreſon 


Knave, what's this to us? 


4 Coun, Now to the Suit. | 
2 Coun. *Tis worn out, we'll have none of it. 
4 Coun. Neighbours lay down your Prongs, take 
my Deviſe ; | 5 


Tis an old Proverb, be merry and wiſe, Om nel. 


De Scotch Figgaries. 31 

Ommes. Away with him, away with him, we will 
break the Cords of our Slavery. (Exeunt 

Enter Jocky, Folly, and Anything. ] 

Fol. Thes gis tha Doctor, I toll'd ye o Sir, 
Mickle wiſe an holy, my non Contremon ta Sir. 
Any. Sir the Character 25 
The Town receives of you, makes me ambitious 
Of your Acquaintance. 
_ Foc. I complamen noot Sir, Iſe downreight Scot; 
Aw Verity an Honeſty. 1 
Any. The better Sir. | 
That Language is the freeſt from Deceir, 
That carries molt Simplicity. 

Foe. Ne, ne, Iſe not ſa ſimple neder. 

Any. Pardon me; 
J ſpeak not in that Senſe, but have regard 
Unto the Metaphor ; I don't conclude, | 
"Cauſe the Organ of the Soul may be infected, 
The Soul muſt be imperfect ; for I've known 
Men rarely endu'd, that Nature has deny'd 
The Benefit of Expreſſion to. 

Foc. Y'ar a Scollard Sir. 

Any. And I preſume you one. I have read ſomething 
Of the Metaphyſicks, though I took not on me 
The Function, or the Practice: But, no more 
Ot that Sir; 'tis not Wiſdom in a Man 
Unskill'd, to hold a Weapon againſt a Fencer. 

Joc. Mickle weele ſed geod Feith. 

Any. All my Diſcourſe © 
Draws to this Period; that is, you'd be pleaſed 
T'afford me your Opinion; ſomething I ail, 
But know not what, fave this, a Deprivation 

Of Breath, and find it prejudicial to my — 
FJoc. You ha bad Lungs Sir, whilk mack ye ſhort 

Wund. „ 

Any. I could have told you that Sir; my Defect 
Proceeds from thence ; but for the Remedy 
I know my Failings. | | 
Foc. You'll faw Sir intoll a Conſumption very 
34 ſoon 
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toon Sir, giſ ye tack noought ta kepe ye fro it; aw 
The Dreegs o Rome mon be tane fro ye. 

Fol. Geod Feith, gif he tack ye in Hand Sir, 
y'ar aw hole. 

Foc. War ta fat at Hart Sir, Pluraletes bred bet 
Iddlenes, an Iddleneſs bad Humors; yee mon kepe 
a ſpar Diet Sir, an be brought low wy Purgations 
Sir, an whan tim ſers ha ſim Comfortives Sir. 

Any. Sir, I ſhall truſt my Body to your Care. 

Foc, Bet Iſe net truſt me Saw to yours. (A ade. 

[ Enter a Servant, ] 

Ser. Sir, Mr. Soon-gulld deſires you would come 
with the Doctor to him preſently. 

Fsol. I fall fwett Hart, my Jo; Doctor you mon 
ta Mr. Soon-gull d wy me. 

Any. You are ſent for Sir, I ſee. 

Foc. Bet J fall ha ye in Mind Sir. 

Any. As ſoon as may be—fare wel Sir. (Exit. 


Joc. Fer noot Sir, fer noot. (Exit. 
[Enter Trapheir, Witwud, and Townſhift, Drav er 
mib Wine. ] 


Draw. This is the beſt Room Gentlemen. 

Wit. It ftinks of Tobacco, don” tit Coz? 

Town. How Tobacco ! 
Tobacco is Companion for a Prince. 

Mit. T take none though. 

Tra. Then you want Education ; fill 807. il 
Townſhift to thee. 

Town. Let it come. 

[iter a Dracver with Pipes and T, obacco.] 7 

Drau. Sir, there's ſome Gentlemen in the next 
Room deſires your Company. 

Town. What are they ? 

Draw. I think their Names be Drowforth and 
Pinckcarcaſe. | 

Tra. Plain Drauforth and Nusa: 
Well admit e'm. Shall it be fo Coz? 

Mit. I hope there'll be no quarrelling, 

Enter Draw forth, Pinckcarcaſe, and Wantwit. F- 
Tra. What if there be? 


Have 
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Have you not here your Men of Iron by you. 
Can you be better back'd and breſted Sir; 
Townſbift, the Rogues have got a Bubble. 
Toqun. The more the merrier — your Servant, 
Gentlemen. | 
Draw. This is our Friend, and deſires your AC- 
quaintance. | | 
Pinck. Gentlemen, a Man of worth, I'll aſſure you. 
Mit. What Countryman I pray Sir? 
ant. An Eſſex Man Sir, your Servant. 
Drawf. The better Fleſh [il warrant. Y 
ant. I know not that Sir, I have nee'r been try d. 
Mit. Nor ner ſhall be for me. 
Pinch. Drink, drink about. 
Joxun. To thee Drawforth. 
Drauf. A Health ro my Friend's Miſtreſs. 
Tra, Well done, about with't. 
Wit. I thank you Gentlemen. 
Fra. What! not begin another? 
IJ it. I've drank too hard already; this fame Glaſs 
and no more: Gentlemen, your Ladies Health Sirs. 
Pinck. Why Traphier, whence this Gallantry ? 
Tra. What an 1dle Queſtion | 
Is that of thee; why, who ſhould do't, but this? 
He ſent his Taylor to take Meaſure of 
The Buildings of our Bodies. 
Town. And th' Appurtenances 
Came to us by like Providence. 
Drawf, Drink, Drink about. 
Fra. Cox, let me give thee o're our Wine ſome 
Council; 
You are a Landed Man, be careful what 
Strange Company you keep; for there are Cheats, 
And deſperate Cheats abroad, will make no Con- 
ſeienee | | | 
To bring you into Bonds, and make you ſell, 
Qr mortgage, all you have; take heed good Coz, 
What Company you keep. | 
Wic. He that cheats me ſhall have good Luck Coz. 
Pinc. When does your Taylor fit your Body with 
— 
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A faſhionable Suit; this bears an antique a 
And worn-out Date. A Gentleman of your Fortunes, 
And walk ſo like a Cow-driver ? f 


Want. Iwill have one gainſt Sunday. 


Pinc. Some ſix Yards makes me one to, let it be 


oz ha! 
Drawf. The like Proportion fits me, twelve us both. 


ant. Well —it ſhal be done Gentle- men. 


| (Begins to be drunk. 
Town, Drink, drink about, your 5 riend is gone. 
Drawf. I'll ſend yours after him. | 


- Hit. I- muſt- be gone, *tis late. 


Tra. No ſure, hat by thy Watch? 


Mit. The Hand is up-up- on-on-Twel-ve. _ 
| (He's drunk, 


Tyra. A pretty Watch, I prithee lend it me, 
To have another made by, 28 
Mit. "'Tifa-Watch-of—Price-Coz. 


Ga. I would not borrow it elſe. 


Pinc. What Store of Chink have you? 
- Want. Money-enough, Money-cnough. 


Pinc. Lend me a Piece or two. 

Want. There there, Boy. | 

Drazf. The like to me Ar, come, I ſhall, I ſhall. 

Fant. There-Sir. Tll- be- gone - 

Pinc. The Houſe, the Houle, to pay. 
[Enter Drawer. ] | 5 


Draw. "Twenty-two Shillings Gentlemen, and 


you are welcome. | 8 
Drasef Make it up five and twenty, and you 

two ſhall caſt Dice which pays it—are all Parties a- 
greed—I know our noble Friend will not be back- 


W 


ard. 


(Exit. 


Town. Nor ours; heroick Spirit wilt thou? 
[ Enter Drawer with Vine. 

Draw, Here's more Wine, Gentlemen. | 
8 „ (Exit Drawer, 
Town. About with it, about with it, 
' Drawf. The Dice, the Dice. (They throws 

Tra. Come, tis a good Throw Coz. 


 Dravf. 
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Drawf. But that's better Sir; your Friend pays 
Mit. Hang him he cheated, he's a Cheat. 
Want. Neer go not I, Gentlemen. 
Fit. You lye, you lye. 
Pinc. How, the Lye? will you take that? 
Want. How ſhall-I-help it, pray ? 
Tra. Well done Coz. 
Hit. —Hang him-he's-but a Country Puppy Calf. 
Pinc. Throw a Pot at's Head. 
Want. I ſhall-not-hit- him. It-I-do ; I am-no-more 


Puppy then yourſelf. (Throws a Pot. 


 Drauf. Why, that was well done. 
a Wit. Tll-kick you Sirrah—I learn'd that of you 
Cor— - "OO 

F "ob Gallants expect to hear from us, and ſud- 
enly. © | 

Drawf. A Coach there. 2 

It. J hope, they - wait not for us—hah ! 

Tra. What if they do? we fear em nor, pay, pay; 
Boy there's your Reckoning. Call a Coach Boy. 
( Exeuntes 
Ener Scarefool. J 


Scave, Ha ye Wark for a Scot Sawger, wha ha 


bien aw tha Wirld ore on's ten Toes; ſer'd aw 
Religions, an can tha better be o eny. I ha kil/d 
tha Whar o Babylon, Body an Saw, brent aw her 

Rawlecks wi tha Feer o Zeale, I can carry twa 
Feces under won Hood: I] can be a Sent, an I can 
be a Deel, gif ye ha Wirk for me; I ha ſeene a 
Powre o Riches in me Deys, but ha brought 
noought heom wi me bet St. Andra's Croſ, Want, 
an Poverty. | | 
2. [ Enter Billy and Jocky. J 

Bil. A Sir! the bonny Siller cam a pece, gif I 
told um a Tale, they'd ga mickle heeds; geod 
Feith won Pell ſer'd aw Malades. 

Foc. An wot Pell wos thot Mon? 

Bil. The Pell o Sedition. 

Joc. A, ken you thot Mon? tha ſam ſet tha Ma- 


g iſtrat an's Wife intoll Fears and Jealouſies, turn d 


tha 
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tha inſid o tha Kirk Mon ooutwards, an noow's aw 


fayour Man William is as good a Man as the beſt of 


Gall, tha Ceteſon gis as bitter? tha Leyer cannot 
ſtond he's brought ſa weeke wy my Purgations, and 
tha Curtier noot worth tha 2 a goes on; I ha 
let aw his geod as weele as his bad Bleod oout. 

Scar. Saw ye Gentlemen, gif ye ha a Mind ta bien 
faw'd, ken ye me Sirs? 

Joc. How ſud we ken thee Mon? 

Scar. Wha, noot Scarefool your Contremon ? 

Bil. Whar haſt bien Mon? 
Scar. Aw tha Wirld ore Sirs, an noow aw Pleeces 
are wary o me; iſe cam ta Anglond toll ſeeke Wirke. 


Foe. Here's Wirke enoough gif ye bien wiſe ta del 


wy tha Angliſh Mon. 


Sear, Geod Feith iſe chet um thay wer ner fac 


chetted, ſhow me toil um, har liew thay ? 
oc. In th' Cety, and Contre ta; marry, bet cam 
awey wy us Mon, wees tack a Drink firſt, an tawke 


mere on't. 


Bil. Cam awey Jo, cam awey. (Zreunt. 


—B 


ACE Vs 


 [ EnterSoon-gull'd, and his Wife Lay-me- down.] 


OWN Vith this Babel-Builder, this 
Court Pride, 
Dagon and his [dolaters ſhall down. 

Lay. Ay, down with *'em Husband, down with 'em; 
they have ſtood long enough; Iam ſure their long 
ſtanding have made you come ſhort many a Time 
and often, but I hope now Husband you'll take em 
down a Button-Hole lower. 1 

Soon. Am I not a Man? 

Lay. Vou think ſo Husband, I warrant. 

Soon. Why, a King's no more. = 

Lay. Nay, is he that, Husband? troth I dare to 


Soon. 


you; 
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vou; for as they ſay, a Man 
but a Noſe on his Head. | 

Söbon. Well, I am reſolv'd Villiam ſhall forth, 
Lay. Forth! how do you mean forth? I hope you 
will notleave me unprovided at Home ? you know 

your own Bufineſs Abroad, and I am certain he can 

do your Buſineſs at Home better than your ſelf — 

O! Husband, Husband, here's the Scotch Doctor. 

[ Enter Jocky, Folly, Billy, Scaretool. ] 

Soon. Mr. Doctor, what News Mr. Doctor? 
Fox. Nen geod Sir, nen geod Sir, bet me Frond 
ha had hes caſs pul'd ore his Lugs. | 

Soon. By whom, by whom ? 

Fel. Wha, wha, bet tha prod Prelates Sir? iſe 
toll'd *um o thair Knavery, and thay gar tack a- 
wey me Brawery ; bet thoough thay ha tacken awey 
me Cot, lithay fall ner tack awey me Conſcience, 
that's holl an ſound, an ned nen o thair Pachings o 
thair Preachments. | 

Lay. O wicked, wicked Children of Darkneſs ! 

oc. Her's a Frond o min Sir, a Mon o Meightan 

Mettel, wha ha endured meny a Brunt and Storm, 
he fall fond betwixt ye in aw Harme. 

Soon. I ſhall be glad of your Acquaintance Sir. 

Lay. True, truly Sir, you have a Face like a Man, 
you'll do the Buſineſs I warrant, let you alone, but 
gently to the Women Sir, for we are Twigs, and 
may be bow'd which way you liſt; mere tender 

T wigs Sir. 2: | 

Scar. Bred, bet ſam o ye bien toough enoough. 

Lay. We are a long Time indeed a bringing up, 
but then we are ſoon caſt down; Women have 
tender. Hearts, and tender Fleſh, and tender Con- 


ſciences, though noughty Men report we have 


none; Husband ſhall they walk into the Parlour; 
I do love to enter into Dialogue with theſe Gentle- 
men, they talk ſo prettily. 
Soon. Ay, with all my Heart. | 
Lay. You will meet with Sir, fine Plunder a- 
mong the Ladies; you ſhall dine with us too—you 


may 


is a Man, and he has 
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may make me amends with a Court Smock; I look 
to wear one in Truth, they are ſo fine, and ſo per- 
fum'd, it paſſes. | 1 
Soon. Come Sir, we'll diſcourſe of our Affairs 
After we've din d- you'll dine with us too Gentle- 
men: | | | 
oc. Wees tack ye ot yar Word. (Exeunt. 
Enter Anything, and Boys following bim. 
Any. Nay, you may do't Sirs, you may do't, 
ou have Warrant for't ; tis well enough ack 
the Pomp of the Prelates, the Whore of Babylon 
herſelf in her Feathers, the Kings of the Earth 
commit Fornication with her. Pluralities of Be- 
nefices make Men but idle, ſays Mr. Doctor, 
and Idleneſs makes you fat, and Fat makes you 
purſy, and ſo by Conſequence ſhort-winded; it is 
a Trick of Rome to ſtarve our Religion: Let Jeza- 
be] be brought before the Elders, and the Whore 
of Babylon to the Whipping-Poſt, let her have Laſh 
upon Laſh; let her Smock be given to the Rag- 
men, it may come to be Paper, and her Condem- 
nation writ in't; let the Whelps and the Cubs be 
brought to the Stake, bait um, bait um, bait um, 
J am your Warrant, faith Mr. Doctor. 
Boys. Maſter Doctor's an Aſs. 
Any. Children you talk not like Men, you are 
but middling Chriſtians, tis well known to the 
Pariſh. 5 „ 
Boys. That Bedlam's fit for you. 
Any. Thofe that will follow me, let um follow 
| Jam now for the Truth, | 
And the Covenant in ſooth.  (Evraunt; 
Boys. Hi, hi, hi, Stow the Friar, ſtow the Friar. 
8 . (They ſing, and follow him. 
[ Enter Downfal and Worn-out.] | 
Down. You fee what he has brought me to, my 
| Crutches; | ny 
T was ever held an able Man you know ; 
Had my Tongue at Command, and my Head _ 
« | us 
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But now they both are ſo enfebled, I 
Have ſcarce the Uſe of either; If I had 
It were all one, the Country Pcople are 
Bewitch'd into Belief, they have as mnch 
Reaſon and Law as IJ, and will become 
Their own Sollicitors, and Council too. 
I cannot laſt long, but expect ſti]! when 
My Crutches will deceive me, and I fall 
To the Ground for ever. 
Worn, — T am brought to nothing 
As well as you; I little thought a Scotchman 
Could _ have drain'd my Veins, and Purſe ſo 
ry; 
I am not wok the Ground I go on; So 
Dejected are my Thoughts, my Spirit loſt, 
And all the Hopes of my Recovery 
Extinct and buried. 
Dcævn. I ſhould not have known you, 
Had you not told me who you were; you are 
So changed from yourſelf. Oh thoſe were Times, 
Worthy to call to mind, (though to our Grief,) 
When you and I, like Twins, deriv'd a Being 
From one another's Suſtenance. The Monopolies 
That you projected, and I perfected! 
Like two expert Limners, the one employ'd 
To faſhion the Face, the other to finiſh it. 
WW. _— Ay, thoſe were Times indeed, but all 
or 
Then, hag been ſince conſumed ; and I gueſs 
You are not much the better; I am wear 
1 proteſt of my Lite, and would thank him 
Would do me fo much Good as take it from me. 
' Down. — Patience is the beſt Remedy, where no 
Better can be obtain'd; *tis vain to crave 
The Thing we want when tis not to be had; 
Your dancing Days are done, and all the Breath 
The Scot has left me ſcarce will heat my Fingers. 
l ern. — And my Affliction does the more in- 
152 creaſe 5 
To ſee my Friends diſabl'd, as I am, 
- | From 


2 
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From helping one another, *tis a Grief 
That's inexpreſſible, and not for Cure. | 

Down. — What Fortune ſonrs, Content muſt 

ſweeten, he | =” | 
Is the beſt Man o'ercomes his Miſery. (Exeunt. 
Ener Smalfaith and his M ife. ] 

Smal. — For my Part, I am but a Man, and I 
owe but a Death, let them take it, as they ſay 
they will, give um good on't, let them come, let 
them come—where are they? Stand, ſtand, ſtand. 

Wife. Husband now you talk of ſtanding, pray 
let me lie down, and then let em do their worſt, 
I defy *em. | . | 

Smal. — And ſo do I, we'll to the Terret, Wo- 
man, and there we are ſecur'd againſt Devil and 
Purſuivant. . | | 
Wife. — I'm weary'd off my Legs with doing no- 
thing but running up and down in e'ry Nooke 
and Corner, like a Rat for Fear of Catching. 

Smal. — They are coming, they are coming; 
let me come in Woman, let me come in. 

Wife. I would you would come in Husband 
once, you have been out long enough to ſmall 
; Purpoſe I'm ſure, (Execunt. 

[( Enter Surehold and Reſolution. } 

Reſ. Believe it, their Deſign aims at our Ruin.; 
And tho” the Cord may be ſomewhat finer 
Than ordinary, *twill choke us at the laſt ; 

I hold naked Freedom better far 

Than an adorned Priſon ; Golden Fetters 
And Iron ones produce the like Effect, 
What differs them is but Curiofity. _ 

Sure. Into what a Lethargy has theſe rabble Scozy 
Betray'd the People's Senſes ? tell them on't 
And they'll abuſe you for't. Nay, though they ſee 
Diſtraction brought into their very Doors, ö 
They'll look on't, and not know it till they feel it, 

And then will — kiſs the Rod that whipt em. 
A Nation proud and arrogant as the Beggar, 
That when h'as got a Bonnet above his n,, 5 
; : oy 1 
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Will ſcarce bow to the Giver. All the Service 
They ever did this Nation was to help N 
The People eat their Victuals, and ſhare their 
Fortunes. | 
Ref. Th' are good for nought, but to eat, louze, 
and ſleep, 
And ſtink a Street up: Tell you Stories of 
Don John of Auſtria, the Mogul, Great Cham, 
Their Valour at Madril, Levant, or where 
You will; and this in ſome blind Chimney Corner 
Tn Fume and Smoke, rouz'd up with lanted Ale, 
Till that their Faces do reſemble the Towns 
They ſet on fire; and yet dare not encounter 
A Rat or Weerzel. 
Sure. — Yet the World reports 
Them, Men for Siege the beſt, and can endure 
The greateſt Hardſhip. 
Ref. Very true, if they 
May but lie ſtill they'll feed on one another, 
Rather than venture on their Enemy 
To get the leaſt Proviſion, and indeed : 
The worſt will ſerve their Turn, for they are Men 
Love any thing but beating, yet they'll take 
That too if need be; take em down a little, 
And you may fillip dead a Score of them. 
It is a Shame the Ergli/b ſhould become 
Such Mules to ſuch baſe Burthens ; I'm reſolv'd 
To turn the Chance of the Day that favours themy 
Though to the Hazard of my Being. 
Sure. »Twill 
Be tane a Piece of Service fir for Chronicle, 
And you ſhall want no Furtherance. 
Ref. If I bring not 
The Soldiers, Doctors, and their Crew of Ckeaters 
As tamely to be hang'd as Puppy Dogs, 
Let me receive no Credit from you after. (Exeunt. 
[ Enter Soon-gull'd and a Seminary Prieſt, going to 
weigh the Covenant with the Pope's Bull.] 
Soon. Sir, though I hate your Bulls, and your 


Decoys, a 
n 
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And know you have two Ends to all your W ays; 

I fear you not, for Truth will ſhew herfelf | 

In Spight of all the Clouds you caſt upon her. 
Sem. You are in th* Right. Truth will appear, 

| and that ö 

To th" Shame of your trim'd Covenant; for though 


She be but plain, ſhe is more glorious 
Than all the Gloſs and Colours that ſet forth 
That new Deviſe, created to deceive 
Poor ſimple People, and at laſt your ſelves. 
Soon. Theſe are but bandying, I'll purſue my Wa- 
er. - 
* FIl venture Ten Pound more y'are loſt in 
weight. | | 
Soon. You'll loſe your ſelf Sir, with your Confi- 
dence, : | 
Sem. Bar Treachery and I care not. ( Exeunt. 
Enter Trapheir, Witwud, and Townſhifc. ] 
Wit. J cannot endure this fighting Coz, a Dad. 
Tra Pox take your Dad; is that an Oath for a 
Gentleman ? | 
A Lad at Ten ſwears more profoundly ; you'll 
Be quarrelling, and then you dare not fight; 
As though I were a Wall of Steel or Braſs, 
To ſtand betwixt you and receive the Darts 
Caſt at you; Sir, why did your Cowſhip ſend 
An Anſwer to your Challenge, if you found 
Your Blood ſo cool and phlegmatick ? 
it. * Twas your doing, — J had not had the 
Heart elſe. | Aid. 
Town. For Preſervation of your Honour, Sir, 
Could you do leſs than anſwer him? : 
Mit, What was he 
That brought the Challenge ? 
Town. Pinckarcaſe by Name. 
IJ it. a deviiiſh Name, and full of deviliſh Ends; 
This Fighting is not lawful ; prithee Coz, 
Take up the Matter, I have little maw to't. 
Town. What, now the Hoſtage Reputation 
Is paſt, will you recant, reneage, revoke, _ 
= | PE Recoil, 
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Recoil, revert ? ſtand to your Principles. 
Mit. Iſhall nor ftand an Inch of Ground believe 
me. | 
Tra. Tis pity th'art worth any; let me ſee, 

How ſhall we do't with Honour? 

Hit. Tis no Matter 

For that thing Honour? let her walk alone, 
I don't defire her Company on ſuch Terms, 
Sweet Coz, ſweet Coz. 7 | 

Tra. Let me ſee — I'm reſfolv'd 

That you ſhall fight him. | 
Mit. Cor, I had forgot 
T ſwear, a ſtrange Infirmity, thatſis 
J zound when as ] hear a Gun ſhot off, 
And tremble at, a Piſtol's, all my Senſes 
Become as uſeleſs. 

Town. Why, *twas your own Motion. 

Mit. No Matter, *tis but ſo many Charges loſt, 

I will not fight with Bullets, I've more Conſcience, 
ra. Why, then you mult prepare a Caſe of Ra- 
jers, 5 
For Treonfoif and myſelf; ours are grown dull 
With often uſage. 
Hit. Oh the better Coz! 
They'il do leſs Miſchief. 

ra. Then your Fencing Maſter Bo 
Muſt make you at your Chamber fit for th' Field. 

Init. Tu paſt his Skill I'm ſure; more Charges 

Oz, 

Tra. It cannot be avoided, if you mean 
To fight on Foot, and put off your Horſe Combat. 
1 1 Mind 'tis Horfe-play to fight on 

oot; 
But heark you Coz, don't you make winking at 
That Weapon ye call ſharp, I'm nor ſo ſer. : 
Tra. * winking, no, how will you ſee to hit 
im? | 

Vit. No matter ſo he hit not me; but mayn't I 
Bar Points being the Challenged ? | 
Tra. That's baſe, and Player-like. 


Wit, 
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Mit. I'd rather play fo, than work otherwiſe. 
Town, Come, come, reſolve, you know the Time 
draws ncar, | | 
Mit. I would it did not, I love not to think on't. 
Can we throw nothing in Time's Way to make 
Him ſtumble and ſtop a little. 
Tra, Reſolve upon your Weapons ere he be 
Furniſh'd with Horſe and Piſtols. | 
Town. I'll lay my Life he's that already, then 
*T'will be unworthy in you to — | 
Hit. Good Sir, talk not to me of Worthies, my 
Father was none of the Nine; he ne'er kept Com- 
pany with your Hufls, nor Puffs; he could drink in 
a Tavern and neter quarrel about the Reckoning; he 
lived without Knocks, and in the Love of the Pariſh. 
Tra. But he has left a quarrelſome Son behind 
Muſt pay for all. CD el 
Vit. I ſhan't ſtand much upon 
That Point, ſoI may be diſcharg'd from Beatings, 
Methinks a Skin ſet out with Eylet Holes | 
Appears not handfome, nora Face to be | 
Painted with Black and Blew ; I hate thoſe Colours. 
Town, What will you give him ſhall take up the 
Buſineſs without Loſs to your Honour? | 
Hit. A Man cannot loſe | 
That which he never had? My Father was 
A Man of Bags, and might have been a Knight 
When Knighthoods went a begging. 
Tozn. But to the Matter, 
What ſay you to my Propoſition ? 
it Troth, | 
It ſounds well, let me ſee now what in Conſcience 
You will demand? 
-Town. But Twenty Pieces. 
FH. 00}... > | 
To ſave a Man from beating; very good! 
How many ſuch d'ye meet with in the Year? 
7 Town. Hundreds, Hundreds Sir. 
Tra. Men muſt live Coz, Men muſt live. 
Mit. Any where but on me (good Coz; ) but Sir, 
ee” WE | Before 
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Before my Coz, here, I'll give you ten. 
Tra. Ten is too little in all Conſcience Coz, 
Ton. Conſider Sir the Danger. 
it. And the Charge = 
Already I've been for Horſe and Piſtols ; 
But thoſe I hope you will return me, when 
The Peace 1s made. 
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Tra. Not one, expect not one, 8 
Th'are forfeit Goods to us Lords of the Soil. 
Town. B true, y ave been at Charges, and for 
that 
Reaſon I'il undertake it at your Rate; 
Forbid, but I ſhould bear a Conſcience too. 
Meet us at the Mairmaid. 
Tre. At the Hour of Twelve. 
own. The preciſe Time. 
Fra. Cozen, he will deſerve it, 
it. Would I had his Art 
To live by when I and my Fortunes part. (Excunt. 
{ Enter Wantwit, Drawforth, Pinckcarcaſe. } 
Pinc. He 1s the Challenged, and juſtly may 
Deſign the Way of Fighting, and the Place; 
But though you have provided us with Horſes, 
Swords, Piſtols, and 1o-forth, yet there's a Thing 
Call'd Money we do want, put the Caſe he ſhould 
Fall by your Hand, in what a Caſe were we? | 
Draa f. Suppoſe that you ſhould fall? 
Ay, there's the Danger. 7 
Drawf. We muſt fly for't, and that we cannot do 
Conventently, without a Sum; the Oratory 
Of Silver makes our Paſſage free and ſafe, 
The want of it detains us; open, open | 
Your cloſe-mouth'd Bags, and let them ſpeak to us. 
Want. Troth Gentlemen, I'll tell you, and Ilyenor, 
Th'ave got a Hoarſeneſs ſince they came to Town, 
And ſpeak ſo low a Man can hardly hear em. 
Pinc. One Mortgage Sir will raiſe their Voice again. 
Want. Well, well, he might have ta'ne another 


Way 
To work ; had I been he, and he been me, 


YE 


46 The Scotch Figparies, 
J would have ask'd him Mercy. | 
Draauf. But you ſee | | 
He is a Man of Spirit, Spirit, Sir! 

ant. I Would he had no more than I; a Gnat 
Is better furniſh'd; IJ have heard my Mother 
Proteſt, and ſolemnly, IJ had a Heart 
No bigger than a Hazel-Nut. 
Pirc. — Why ſaw ſhe't? 
ant. No, but the felt it; 'tis an Imperfection 
In Nature I can't help, and 'tis as cold ON 
I warrant as a Cucumber, | | | 
Drawf. And riſeth 
So little in your Stomach ! 
_.. Mant. Troth as little 3 
As may be Sir; how ſhall J heat it Gentlemen? 
Drawf. Drink Wine and Drab. 4 
ant. Why, So ] do, you know; 
Vet when the Flame of drinking's o'er, I fall 
Into the Nooſe of Taverns, like a Pidgeon. * 
Pinc. Only then y'ad beſt fight when y' are drunk. 
ant Ard ſo. I 
Be hang'd when I am ſober; no, I bear 
Too great a Conſcience. . | 
Drauf. If it be a Burthen 
Too hard to bear, well teach you how to throw 
It off, and live as we do without any. 
Want. Take up this Quarrel Gentlemen, and have 
My Heart for ever. 1 
Pinc. What to do, to throw to 
The Hounds you ſtarve ? yet that ſo little, twill 
Not be a Mouthful; tis your Money we 
Value the moſt, let your Heart go as it came. 
Want. Why, I ſhall mortgage next Weck. 
Peinc. Are you ſerious? | 
May we give Credit to you? 
Jlant. I've Occaſion. HE A 
 Drawf. Thou ſhalt have more rather than want, 
my Bully; FAME ai 
We are thy Guardians; who aſſaults our Ward 
Sulfers, unleſs he be on a ſure Guard. N. 
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TACT. Y. 
| . Enter Jocky aud Billy. 
Billy. RE D, thos Angliſh ar Decles, ware 1 


loſt Mee ; ; aw 00ur Knavery is oout, nen 
wull tack oour Parts; tha Cetezens hong thare 
Heds doown lick Bull K 1ſhes, an won noot bien 
ſen for us. 
. Fee. Hoow cam thay in tha Decle* s Nam ſa aw o 

won Mind: Ie ſir Iſe ded whot Iſe cud toll mack © 
"um het on oder ta Deeth; tha Deele fer um, thar 
lick Serpans, that gif ye mit um alunder wull 
joyne agen. | 

[ Enter Scarefool erith his Tal drawn. 


Scare. Weare aw lot, ſheft, ſheft, tha Deele's a 


coming toll rare tha Covenant, ſha yeere Heeles, 
ſha yecre Heeles, ſpang awey Sirs, ſpang awey. 
(Exit running. 
Foe. 5 gif tha Men o War flee, whar ſall we 
hid our ſells. Aw Sir, Sir. 
Enter Reſolution evith tævuo or three Soldiers. y 
Ref. Take them into your Cuſtody, they are 
Your lawful Prize. (Exit. 
Bil: A Sirs, a Sirs, geod Feith wees ment ne bad. 
1 Sol. What Mr. Doctors! have we found you? 
Who can cure the Citizen of his Head-ach but the 
Scotch Doctor? Who their Wives of the Tooth- 
ach but the Scotch Doctor? The Scot h Doctor is 
all in all; the Kirk will take no Phy ſick bur of the 
Scotch Doctor; 3 the Country wil be cheated by 
none but by the Scotch Doctor; the Court and Gen- 
try will be beggar'd by none but the beggarly 
Scotch Doctors; come away and be hang'd. (Exeunt. 
Foc. Bil. Mercy Sirs, Mercy, Mercy, Mercy. 
I Enter Scarefool running with his Sævord draaun.] 
| Scare, Hawd, hawd, hawd, hawd Sir. (He trembles. 
Reſ. Nay, I don't intend 
To take the SO" of you as I may, 
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I owe a greater Honour to true Valour 
J heard nobly of your Countrymen, 
And therefore to aſſure my ſelf Report 
L on not I have expos'd my Perſon to 
This ſingle Hazard. (Le trembles. 
Frar. A Sir I dee leov you. : | 
_- Refol. And J ſhall love thee too, if that I find 
You prove as gallant as you've ſpoke yourſelf: 
Conſider what Dependances are on you, 
Whom you've involy'd by your large Promiſes 
To this Engagement; let them ſee you dare 
Do ſomething for their Money. 
FSFcar. Be me Saw Sir | | | 
Y*area mickle Gallant Mon, Iſe thra me Swerd an 
Hert at your Feet Sir. | | 
Reſol. That's baſe, not Soldier-like; Submiſſiveneſs 
In this Caſe ſpeaks you Coward, and if ſo, 
My Breath has been ill ſpent; what, will you fight? 
Scar. Noot a neuſt ye Sir, geod Feith I leove a 
Angliſh Mon wy aw my Hert. A Sir, A Sir, ſend 
aw reight, ſend aw reight — her tack me Weppon, 
Iſe your non Priſoner Sir geod Feith. 
| | (He offers his Sqword. 
Reſol. Since thou art ſo baſe, 1 
And not fit for a noble Treaty, take 5 
This, this, and this. ( kicks him. 
- Scar. A geod Sir, uſe me like a Gentlemon, _ 
Reſol. A Gentleman, a Swincheard, hang ye, go, 


( kicks him. 
The Bubble's broke the Wind gave Being to. 
. 


bin. 

Ye'are welcome Gentlemen, ſhew a Room there Boy. 
Euter Trapheire, Witwud, Townſhift, and Drawer.] ] 

Fra. Sirrah, there will ſome Gentlemen ask for us, 
„ NS RP. 
Drau. I ſhall Sir; what's hom Wine? _ 
Town. Sack, Boy, the quickning Sack; and ſuch 

Tobacco te 6 

As may inſpire a Spirit into Clay, 


Quick, 
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Quick, and as ſharp as Lightnin . | 
* Oh good 4 e * 
I can't endure to think upon a Storm; - 
Talk not wt it does bode ſome Quar- 
reliing ? 
The calmeſt 29 — is the beſt, when there's 
A Peace intended. 
[Eiter Drawforth, Pinckcarcaſe, Wantwit, and 
| Drawer with Line.] | 
Tra, Here they come; now Coz 
For your Honour ſeem ſomewhat averſe 
To an Agreement; carry yourſelf ftoutly, 
With an unalter'd Countenance. 
Wit. Tis not in 
The Power of human Frailty. 
"Tra, — Gallants welcome; 
are Men I ſee for Credit. 
Want. What mult I ſay ? 
Draaf. Carry your ſelf manly. | 
4 1 would Igive now for an Inch of Man- 
Hood! 
| ( Drawf. Tra. Town. aud Pinck. ahiſper. 
How he does Eye me! would I had a Look 
But half ſo piercing, I'd encounter then 
With Baſiſlisks; it carries Daggers in't 
Will penetrate a Coat of Male; there is 
No Safety but in Diſtance. 
(( Witwudazd Wantwit fare at one another. 
Nit. How he looks at me! | 
With ſuch an angry Countenance, as though 
He meant to ſatisfy himſelf upon me; 
But if he knew but what a piece of Fleſh 
He had to deal with, he'd not be fo greedy ; 
J was not cut out for a Royſter ; ſure 
Nature ne'er meant me for the Field, unleſs 
To call my Cattle Home, or try my Hounds. 
I am ſogreatan Enemy toa Sword, | | 
I wear none when T ride : Oh, how yon Fellow 
| K.. ould ſpuru me like a Muſhroom, could he get 
Me but alone; but he 1 be hang d firſt. : 


Tra. 
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Tra. What, all this while and ſpeak not to each 
| other ? _ | 
Why, or have Hearts of Oak: Not bow, dear 
5 oz! | 
Mit. I cannot help it, 
Torn. Come, we muſt have you Friends. 
Want. With all my Heart Sir. 
Wit. How's this? the Man's bewitch'd ; 
See what the Gold can do. 1 
Fit. If you pleaſe Sir, Tam your humble Servants 
Tra. And what ſay you Co-? | 
Hit. Hum, I ſmell'r, tis fo, 
The Fellow is a Coward on my Life. 
Are they not all ſo? 'tis a Bleſſing then. | 
Drawf. Come Sir, our Friend is willing to pafs by 
All the Affronts you gave him, if you'll wave 
His Challenge. | | 
Wit. I'll wave nothing but my Sword 
Againſt my Enemy. 9 5 
"Town. Shall we be Friends? 8 
Vt. A friendly Blood runs not yet current in me; 
Be challenged by a Dunghil-Cock ? I ſcorn it. 
Tra. Why, this is rare! Coz, I'll ſpit in thy 
Mouth. | 
Pinc. Sir, tis your Friend's Deſire as well as ours 
To prevent Bloodſhed. | 
Wit. — Let ſuch Things as you, 
That dare nor waſte their blood, be ſparing on't ; 
For my Part, I'll not value it if he tap 
From me a Pail-full. 
Fra. Who the Devil conjur'd 
Up ſuch a Spirit in him? | 
Finc. Your Friend's grown 
Take him down, or by this Light 
T'll kick him. 1 
Tra. Pough, let me alone for that. 
Fant. The Gentleman grows angry, I'll be gone, 
. | (Jo Drawforth, 
Drauf Hang him, a Coward, a meer Coward, 
Friend. RL | 6-5 
Want, 


* 
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I ant. How, a Coward! he ſpeaks not like one; 
J would his Hands were ty'd behind him, I 
Would make a Trial on't; but he has Teeth 
Strong as the Tusks of Boars, and Legs more ſtiff 
And big than any Bed-Poſt ; I ſhould do 
2 Nog upon him. 


ra, Come Cor, throw 


Your ranting Habit off, the Scene of War 
Ts paſt, and now put on your Robe of Amitv, 
The Bride-Garment of Peace. ; 
Mit. —Peace! who ſhall Peace? 
*Tis Sawcineſs to tell me fo. 
Tra. How's this! 
You Worm! (light, if I lay my Hands 
Upon you once, ['Il tear you into nothing, 
You cowardly ſimple Puppy. Sirrah, I'il— 
| (He takes him by the Shon!ger 
I/it. Not ſo loud good Coz; | 
You know I have but follow'd your Directions. 
Tra. Be hang'd, and over done it, ha'n't yo 
3 Sirrah ? | | 
The Gentlemen ſhall know you have not Spirit 
To look a Cat in the Face, if that you be not 
More ſociable. . 
Il it. — Good Cozen Ill do any thing. 
Tra. my I have brought him to't with nvcl 
ado; | 
Here, ſhake Hands, Sir, you muſt be Friends. 
(Takes Wantwit by the Hand and brings him to Witwud. 
7t. Well, if I muſt, I muſt, Patience is a Virtue, 
And I'll embrace it am your Friend, Sir. 
M ant. I ſhall never be your Foe, Sir. 
Nit. So ſaid, and ſo done Sir, will do well, 
Fra. The Raſcal acts it handſomely. 
Pinc. To your Credit: 
Ours is the ſillieſt Rogue. 
Phat [Enter Drawer, ] 
Draabf. Boy, more Wine; 
Would we had Muſick here to celebrate 
This Nuptial. 
EE, | | C2 | Dracy; 
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Hracb. 7 will fend for ſome. | 

Tra. Do fo; come, here's to the married Couple. 
I Enter Fidler. 

V, 1 do believe we both can't get a Boy 


Will prove a Soldier. 


Pinc, Ah Sirrah, are you there? | 

Fid. I am your own Man, Sir. 

Pinc. Let's have a good Air, but drink k felt. 

Town. Drink about Gallants, what the Ruf ck 
dulls you; 


Haſt c'er a new Song Fellow? 


tid. Yes, of the Scots coming into England. 

ya. That, that by all Means. 

Hd. Pleaſe you to hear me—'tis but a Ballad Put 
to | 


One of cheit own Tunes. 


er 
*. 


#7 ro phance he'd returne, bet alack a is lam ; "2 


Pinc. The better, the better, let's hear” t. 
8 0 N G. 

AM lend, lend Var Tag. Joes, an Iſe ſpeeke a 

Sing e Hows Jocky, fing heom agen Jocky. 


© bes bonny Deeds, an hes Proaes emong ; 
Sing beom agen, heom agen, O valent Jocky. 


irs Tocky's s & Mon held o mickle Note, 


Sing heom agen Jocky, &c. 
Tha Breech o tha Covenant ſtuck in bes Throte ; 
Sing heom agen, heom agen, &c. 


For Jocky aves riteons, evhilke ye ad WWE 3 


Sing heom agen, &c. 
He foought for tha Kirke, bet a plunder d tha Ne: : 
Sing heom agen, heom agen, Kc. 


An Jocky wart roth an toll Anglond 4 cum, 
Sing beom agen, &c. 


Sing beom agen, heom agen, &. 


8 An Jocky wes armed fro Tc 2 toll Joe, 
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Sing heom agen, &c. 
Via Poowre o Men, an th'are geod Duke I tro; 
Sing heom agen, heom agen, &c. 


Sa valent I vis thay wer, an Ja prat, 


Sing heom agen, &c. 
Ne Cock nor Hen durſt ftond in their Cat; 
Sing heom agen, heom agen, &c. 


75 every Streete thay ded fa futter, 
Sing heom agen, heom agen, &c. 

Ne Child dorft ſhawy hes Bred an Buttter; 
Sing heom agen, heom Een, Kc, 


| ' Noor lies oour Ferces thay 1 on ore Night; 
Sing heom agen, &c. 

Next Morn thay harneſt themſels for a Fight ; 
Sing beom agen, heom agen, &c 


are Deuke was tha Mon that cad be ſen ſtootez 
Sing heom agen, &c. 
He "_ t us a while, ſtres tavurn d Arſs aboot; 
Hing heom 4g en, heom agen, &c. 


Our Men that Ay thes. valent Scot æveat, 
Sing heom agen, &c. 
Had ner fond him oout bet by a ſtrong Sent, 
Sing heom agen, heom agen, O valent Jock y. 


77. Ha, ha, it's good enough for the Subject. 
[ Enter Draquer. ] 
Pinc. Drink abour, drink about; More Wine Boy; 


Here Jitauud to thee; 


Town. Let's diſcharge the Muſick. 
Mit. With all my Heart. 
Town, There you Raſcals, | 
Fid. Thank you Gentlemen. ( Exennt Fidler 
om. : Trapheir ——_— 
et it 9 a Pint and thou dar it. 
3 Pine. 
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Pinc. Art mad, Nabbeir! is A enough, belt be 
Nor Company for a Dog immediately. 
Fra. To your Mightineſs Sir. 
Pinc. I ſhall pledge your Eghief — 0 hn Sir. 
Fit, Excuſe me pray Sir, I am almoſt ſpent. 
Pinc. Not pledge me! 
Fra. No, he hall not pledge you Sir; 
What then ? he is my Friend. 5 
Pinc. But why ſhould he 


= 
Avi 


Be moreexcus'd then ours ? will you Arial r bim? 


Tra. Not, neither Sir. 

Pinc. Then he ſhall pledge me Sir. 

Tra. He ſhall not Sir. 15 

Town, Nay Traphein, what doſt mean ? 

(- Pinc, throws-the Pot at him. 

Tra. Hang him Turd — are you good at that Sir ? 
Tfhall return you Anſwer by this M: flenger:( Draws, 

Hit. Good Coz no fighting Twill drink a Gallon 


Rather than loſe One Drop 5 Blood — it is 
Too precious for the Floor to drink. (Enter Drawer. 


Draco. Gentlemen your Noiſe has drawn Soldiers 


into the Houſe, they are coming up; 85, many as 


8 get into that little Cloſet. 

Pinc. I would not be in Cuſtody for a Million; 3 
The Road, the Road | 
ra. Pine Town and Drawf. get i in, 

 Drowf That's all our Faults, in, in. 

Jiit. Where ſhall we be? | 
| Enter Soldiers. ] | 

Sold. Where's all theſe Huffs — what you two 
make this Noiſe? hurl Pots, break Glaſſes, you are 


- Youths indeed; Is this a Time of PORN for you 


to rant in? come you muſt with us. e 
ant. Nay good Gentlemen— ,, . 
Enter Drawer. ] | 
Drauf. Gentlemen you. may come em, the 
Coaſt is clear. 
Tra. Where's the two Gentlemen 2 
 Dracv. They've ta'en'em with em. 
Pinc. Did they pay the Reckoning. 
Draw, No Sir. 


Tra, 


—— —ä — 
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e © Gra. A Pox upon you, why did you not ask em 
for't? _ 3 3 
Dram. I durſt not Sir, for Fear they ſhould ſay, 
The reſt of their Company was above. 
Pinc. Tis right, the Devil's on't, this was your. 
doing Trapheir, will you pay the Reckoning now? 
- 05a. Not a Penny, I'll keep unto my Oath, throw 
who ſhall dip or pay if you will. ( Tozunſbift throepe. 
1 Pinc. Here's Dice, throw — Twelve —hang ye 
7 Raſcal Now my Chance — tis paſſable — throw. 
| | -  ( Pine. throws. Drauwf. throats. 
Drauf. Mine is the worſt, 


Fra. But mine's the worſt of al. Sirrah, Boy, 

; will you take this Cloak for your Reckoning: : 
0  Drazv. I know not Sir whether I ſhall or not. 
** Tua. You ſhall not Sir, now you know, as long as 
3 ſuch Spankers laſt; what's to pay? (ſhes hrs Money. 
= Draw. But Thirty Shillings Str. 

| ra. Death] but Thirty ſay*ſt thou? well there tis 
5 J ſhall be even with ſome Body. | : 
w Town. This was handſome Trapheir. (Zrenm. 
4 LBiter tævo or three Servitors, Domuch, Surchold, 


Reſolution, Scarefool, Jocky, Billy, Smallfaith, 
and bis Wife, Soon-gull'd and bis li ife, Anything, 
Downfall, Wornout, Seminary, publick Notary. ] 
Ser. Make Room for the Magſtirates; | 
The Priſoners there — + | 
Do. Which arethe Priſoners ? 
EKeſol. TR Sir, "oy % 
Foc. Bil, Mercy, Mercy, Maſter Judge. 
$ What i 4 wol: Jude 
Reſol. The Subjects on which theſe Villians prac- 
tis'd their Subtilties and Deceits; firſt, T ſhall ten» 
der my Charge againſt em, than produce my Evi- 
dence. ag aq 
1 Do. Very well, very well, proceed. 
| Reſol. In brief Sir then, they have infected moſt 
Part of this Nation; here's a Thing, ee 
. (Pointing to Small, 
| A Man of Reputatlon once, and bore : 
6 | 2 A 
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A Place amongſt you. a7 8 
Sure. I dopity him. | 

Reſol. And now is fr for no is except Bedlam: 
Here is another, a Man you would think 

0 Anything: : 
The Devil would not work upon, and yet 

_ Theſe Scotch Ones have. The Lawyer Father of 
Contrivances, is noos'd in one himſelf; 

He cannot ftand without his Crutches, and | 
His Head's ſo light his Noſe is every Minute 

Ready to touch the Ground. | 

Sure. What is that Gentleman? (To Wornout. 

Reſol. _ you conceive him one ? have they left 

ought | 

Upon him like a Creature? may we ſwear 

He is a perfect Man, no Ghoſt? *tis hard. 

The Hurryings he has had with ſleepleſs Eyes, 
Continual Purgations, Bleedings, what not, 
That they could but invent to bring him low; 5 

He's all's Jef of a Courtier, and deſerves 
Your Pity ; there's no double Doors betwixt 

His Heart now and your Eyes; he's ſo tranſparent 
You may ſee through him. Tis not theſe alone 
Th'ave brought tothis, but all the Country r 
Both common Sort, and Gentry. 

Do. What ſay you for your elves? 

Foc. Bil. Mercy, Mercy, Mercy, wees leove tha 
Angliſh mickle weele. 

Sure.Yes it appears ſo; wee'll requite your Love, 
But cannot ſay, with your own Coin, becauſe 
You never were worth any, but we 1 find 
A Way to pay you Home. 

EReſol. When they had thus | 

Spread their Infection, they began tothink _ 
'T heir. Safety would not laſt without the Soldier 
And to that End and Purpoſes do perſuade _ 
The giddy People, which they had. before 
Diſtemper'd with their Poiſons, to receive | 
This Man of Feather, as their grand Protector: 


They take en, and to Covenant they g0; | 
* 
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Two Hundred Thouſand Pounds! (a Sum would buy 
Their Kingdom) mult be raiſed and * to them. 
Do. Very fine. 
Reſol. But mark Sir the Event, 
I am reſolv'd to open what they did 
For all this Money. 

Do. Twill do well indeed. 

Reſol. They gave a Piece of Paper, in the which 
Were ſtrange Things promis'd then, As it that all 
The Courage of the World contracted were 
In their, and but their Nation. 

Sure. And what found you? 

EReſol. I now proceed to that; I found em Sir, 
Like Bull-Ruſhes, that tremble if the Wind 

But blow on them, they run and tumbl'd o'er 

The Necks of one another, like to Tiles 

A Storm forces from Houſes Tops; this any thing 

But Man, who own'd the Name of their Protector, 

In the moſt abject'ſt Manner, and beneatn 

The Spirit of a Man, threw at my Feet 

His Sword, and himſeif too, on 5 ngle Terms, 

| Without a stroke; : Scarefoo] they call him, and 

They muſt be Citizens or none that fear him; 

A Rat ſhall make him run to his own Count 

Scare. Iſe a Gentlemon Sir, mind ye me? Iſe e gang 
toll me non Contre wy aw me⸗Hert gif you wul. 

Hure. Not in ſuch Haſte Sir, we'll reſerve you for 
Another Purpoſe — take him hence to Priſon. *: 

Scare. Tha faw Deel fier thot Tong. = 
( He is 1 

Refol. What think you Sir thatPaper coſt ſo much, 
Is worth in Weight? here's One will tell you Sir. 
Pub. No. Tama Publick Notary by Profethion, 

And dare ſpeak Nothing but the Truth ; the Wa- 


—— 


. ger 
Paſt on _ Gentleman's Side, the Pope 8 Bull * 
e 
It down by much, the other was not worth | 

In Weight a Penny Loaf, 


Onnen. "Oy ha, ha! 7 SE 
Sure. 
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Sure. But what makes you here Sir } 

Sem. Not to Harm Sir. L180, 
Dio. Stay not here upon 1 5 
Your Peril Sir, your Bulls have too long Tails. 
Sem. I ſtay but fora Wind Sir. (Exit Semina 

Soon. F muſt confeſs we have been much deluded, 
Cheated, and cozen'd by theſe perjur d Scots, 
Under the Shew of Zeal and Honeſty. . 

Lay. Hang em Rogues, they complain they are 
pillaged; you made em not bare enough Sirs, you 
ſhould have taken their Skins off too, they would 
have made Monſters of us; but truly my Husband is 
a natural Man, and J am his own Wife; I hope you 
do not think we are otherwiſe than we ſhould be. 

Urs. Small. I havea Husband here too, help his 
Head, he was a Man once, and I was Woman, as 
this Gentleman the Courtier knew well enough, bur 

now I am no Body, thank you Pick-purſes ; Pray 
Spare em not, I'm ſure they would not ſpare me 

when Time was, do what I could. 3 | 

Saure. Take them hence, there will be Order ſhortly 
To pack em to ſome F —_ Parts; they are 
But Caterpillars, and what Place ſoe'er 
They come at will be th* worſe for't ; take em hence, 
Foc. Bil. A Mercy, Mercy, Mercy. ( Exeunt Scots. 

Omnet. You have done Jultice. 

Sure. V ave ſeen theſe Kota diſſected Gentlemen, 
And what d'ye find em now to be, but Raſcals? . 
Meer Mountebanks, that have inſtead of Cure 
Bred ſtrange Dieaſes, and Diſtempers mongſt you; 
bh gglers, that look'd you in the Face, and told 
"ou a fine Tale, to keep your Senſes buſy, 

While they did pick your Pockets, "pq 
lay. Our Pockets ſay you Sir? Ay, and ſome- 
-—:.:: thing elſe wo, coulg--*. +1 
They have come at it; but ſoft, ſoft, two Words 
| to a Bargain. 3 

Sure. Maſter Smalfaith, We ſhall do what lies in us, 
Upon your Recantation, to bring 
' You into Fayour with the Commonwealth, * 
EYE. n 
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And ſeat you as before, as capable 
Of her Preferment. N 
Smal. I thank you. 
His Wife. Bleſſing on your Hearts, 
Sure. We make the ſame Profeſſion Sir, to you 
On the like Terms. You may do much 
Upon the giddy People, by the Example 
Of your own Reformation, 
Any. Sir, I ſhall 
Do what befits an honeſt Man abus'd, 
And Servant to the Commonwealth. 
Do. And you Sir, 
Are not exempted here the Benefit 
Of Favour if you will take hold of it. 
Soon. I thank you. 5 
Lay. Ay, and hold ir faſt Husband; had I a 
good Thing to handle, I'd make much on't a long 
Time J warrant you. os. 
Sure. As for theſe Gentlemen here, Maſter 
8 Down fall, | | | 
And Maſter Moru-out, we ſhall do our beſt 
To ſet the one upon his Legs again, 
And reſtore th'other, though not to his full 
Ability, yet to a Health contentable. 
Down. Wern. We are your Servants. 
Sure. vo all our Minds and Hearts are firmly 
nit 
Let the Kot do his Worſt, by Sword or Wit, 
(Exeunt. 
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